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ANACREONTIC, 

IHKNSTONE. 



-I WA S in a cool Aonian glade 
The wanton Cupid, fpent with toil, 
Had fought refreftiment from the (hade; 
And ftretch'd him on the mofly foil. 

A vagrant Mufe drew nigh, and found 

• The fubtle traitor faft afleep — 
And is it thine to fnore profound, 

She faid, yet leave the world to weep ? 

But hu(h — from this aufpicious hour, 

The world, I ween, may reft in peace ; 
And robb'd of darts, and ftripp'd of power, 

Thy peevifh petulance decreafe. 

Sleep on, poor child ! whilft I withdraw, 

And this thy vile artillery hide— 
When the Caftalian fount fhe faw> 
And plunged his arrows In the tide* 

I 
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That magic fount, ill-judging maid ! 

Shall caufe you foon to curfe the day 
You dar'd the (hafts of Love invade, 

And gave his arms redoubled fway. 

For in a ftream fo wond'rous clear, 
When angry Cupid fearches round, 

Will not the radiant points appear ? 
Will not the furtive fpoils be found ? 

Too foon they were, and every dart, 
Dipt in the Mufe's myftic fpring, 

Acquired new force to wound the heart ; 
And taught at once to love an&Jtng. 

Then farewell ye Pierian quire ! 

For who will now your altars throng ? 
From Love we learn to fwell the lyre, 

And Echo afes no fweeter fong. 



THE ATTRIBUTE OF VENUS. 

SHEN8TONE. 



Y ES ; Fulvia is like Venus fair, 
Has all her bloom, and fhape, and air; 
But ftill to perfeft every grace, 
She wants— the fmilc upon Viet foce. 
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The crown, majeftic Juno wore, 
And Cynthia's brow, the crefcent bore, 
An helmet, mark'd Minerva's mien, 
But fmiles diftinguifh'd Beauty's queen. 

Her train, was form'd of Smiles and Loves, 
Her chariot, drawn by gentleft doves ; 
And from her zone, the nymph may find, 
*Tis Beauty's province to be kind. 

Then fmile, my fair ! and all whofe aim 
Afpires to paint the Cyprian dame, 
Or bid her breathe in living (lone, 
Shall take their forms from you alone. 



THE RAPE OF THE TRAP. 

SHENSTONE. 
WRITTEN AT COLLEGE, 1736, 



1 WAS in a land of learning, 
The Mufe's fav'rite city, 
Such pranks, of late, 
Were play 'd by a rat, 

As tempt one to be witty. 
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All in a college ftudy, 

Where books were in great plenty, 
This rat would devour 
More fenfe, in an hour, 
Than I could write — in twenty. 

His breakfaft, half the morning. 
He conftantly attended ; 

And when the bell rung 

For evening-.fong, 
His dinner fcarce was ended ! 

Huge tomes of geo — graphy, 
And maps lay all in flutter ; 
A river, or a fea, 
Was to him a difh of tea, 
And a kingdom — bread and butter* 

Such havoc, fpoil, and rapine, 
With grief my Mufe rehearfes ; 
How freely he would dine 
On fome bulky fchool-divine, 
And for defert— eat verfes. 

< He fpar'd not e'en heroics, 
On which we poets pride us : 
And would make no more 
Of King Arthurs by the fcore, 
Than— ill the world be&de does. 
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tut if the defperate potion, 
Might chance to over-dofe him ; 

To check its rage 

He took a page 
Of logic — to compofe him— 

\ trap, in hade and anger, 
Was bought, you need not doubt on't ; 

And fuch was the gin, 

Were a lion once got in, 
He could not, I think, get out on't, 

With cheefe, not books, 'twas baited; 
The faft, I'll not belie it ; 

Since none, I tell ye that, 

Whether fcholar, or rat, 
Minds books, when he has other diet. 

But more of trap and bait, Sir, 
Why mould I fing— or either ? 
Since the rat with rnickle pride, 
All their fophiftry defy'd; 
And dragg'd 'em away together* 

Both rat and trap were vanifh'd 
Thro' a fra&ure in the flooring ; 
Which, tho' fo trim 
It xo*w may feem, 
Had then a doz'n, or more in. 
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Then anfwer this, ye fages ! 

(Nor think I mean to wrong ye) 

Had the rat, who thus did feize on 
The trap, lefs claim to reafon, 
Than many a fage among ye ? 

Dan Prior's mice, I own it, 

Were vermin of condition ; 

But this rat, who chiefly learn'd 
What rats alone concern'd, 

Was the deeper politician. 

That England's topfy-turvy, 
Is clear from thefe mifliaps, Sir, 
Since traps, we may determine, 
Will no longer take our vermin ; 
But vermin take our traps, Sir. 

Let fophs, by rats infefted, 

Then truft in c a u to catch 'em ; 
Left they prove the utter bane 
Of our Jludies, where, 'tis plain, 
No mortal fits— to watch 'em* 
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THE PRICE OF AN EQUIPAGE. 

8HENST0NE. 



Scrvum fi potes, Ole, non habere 
It regem potes, Ole, non habere. 

MART. 



I ASK'D a friend, amidft the throng, 
Whofe coach it was that trail'd along : 
" The gilded coach there — don't ye mind ? 
« That with the footmen ftuck behind," 

O Sir! fays he, what ha'n't you feen it ? 
*Tis Damon's coach, and Damon in it, 
'Tis odd, methinks, you have forgot 
Your friend, your neighbour, and — what pot ? 

Your old acquaintance, Damon ! " True, 

« But faith his equipage is new. 
« Blefs me, faid I, where can it end ? 
« What madnefs has poflefa'd my friend ? 
« Four powder'd flaves, and thofe the tailed ! 
« Their ftomachs, doubtlefs, not the fmalleft ! 
« Can Damon's revenue maintain, 
" In lace and food, fo large a train ? 
" I know his land — each inch o 'ground — 
« 'Tis not a mile to walk it round 
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« And if his whole eftate can bear 
" To keep a lad, and one-horfe chair, 
« I own 'tis paft my comprehenfion. "- 
Yes, Sir ; but Damon has a penfion. 

Thus does a falfe ambition rule us ; 
Thus pomp delude, and folly fool us : 
To keep a race of flick'ring knaves, 
He grows himfelf the worft of flaves. 



A SIMILE. 

JHENSTONI. 



Mf HAT village but has often feen 
The clumfy fhape, the frightful mien, 
Tremendous claws, and magged hair, 
Of that grim brute yclep'd a bear ? 
He from his dam, as wits agree, 
Receiv'd the curious form you fee ; 
Who with her plaftic tongue alone 
Produc'd a vifage like her own. 
By which they hint in myftic fafhion, 
The powerful force of education. 

Perhaps yon rural tribe is viewing, 
E'en now, the ftrange exploits of Bruin j 
Who plays his antics, roars aloud, 
Tie wonder of a gaping crowd \ 
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So have I known an awkward lad, 
Whofe birth has made a parifh glad, 
Forbid, for fear of fenfe, to roam ; 
And taught by kind Mamma at home ; 
Who gives him many a well-try'd rule, 
With ways and means — to play the fool. 
In fenfe the fame, in ftature higher, 
He mines, ere long, a country fquire ; 
Pours forth unwitty jokes, and fwears, 
And bawls and drinks-— but chiefly Hares : 
His tenants, of fuperior fenfe, 
Caroufe and laugh at his expence ; 
And fure the paftime I'm relating 
Muft prove as pleafant as bear-baiting* 



THE CEREMONIAL. 

8HENSTONE. 



blR, will you pleafe to walk before ?'* 

No— pray, Sir— -you are next the door. 

« Upon mine honour, I'll not ftir— -" 

Sir, I'm at home ; confider, Sir — 

« Excufe me, Sir, I'll not go firft." 

Well, if I muft be rude, I muft— 
But yet I with I could evade it— 
'Th ftnmgdy clowniQi—-be perfuadcd— 

* 1 
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Go forward, cits ! go forward, fquires ! 

Nor fcruple each what each admires. 

Life fquares not, friends, with your proceeding ! 

It flies, while you difplay your breeding ; 

Such breeding as one's granam preaches, 

Or fome old dancing-mafter teaches — 

O for fome rude tumultuous fellow, 

Half crazy, or at leaft half mellow, 

To come behind ye, unawares, 

And fairly pufli ye both down flairs ! 

But Death's at hand — let me advife ye, 

Go forward, friends ! or he'll furprize ye. 



THE INVISIBLE. 

B7 MR. GRAVES. 



W HAT mortal burns not with the love of fame ? 
Some write, fome fight, fome eat themfelves a name. 
For fame, beau Frightful haunts each public place, 
And grows confpicuous — for his ugly face. 
Laura, the rural circle's conftant boaft, 
Sighs for the Mall, nor deeps till fhe's a toaft. 
The prieftling, proud of doctrine not his own, 
Ufurps a fcarf, and longs to preach in town. 
Ev'n Weftky's faints, whofe cant has k\Y& xta tuSash^ 
Tw'l more for fame, I trow, than refotmaxvm* 
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B tho' Weft with learning, tafte, and wit, 

Yet prides himfelf in never (hewing k. 

Safe in his cell, he fhuns the flaring crowd, 

And inward fhines, like Sol behind a cloud. 

For fame let fops to diilant regions roam, 

Lo ! here's the man— <wbo never ftirs from home! 

That unfeen wight, whom all men wifh to fee, 

Illuftrious grown — by mere obfeurity. 



HULL ALE. 

BT MR. WILLIAM TAYLOR. 



-LONG time did a filly old proverb prevail, 
That meat, drink, and cloth were all found in good ale ; 
Till a lover of truth went on purpofe to Hull, 
And to try the experiment drank his (kin full* 
He began to fee vifions, his head it turn'd round, 
'Till off from his keffal he fell on the ground : 
There in trances profound our philofopher mellow 
Lay all night in the fnow confulting his pillow* 
Oracular vapours give prophecy birth, 
As Plutarch reports, fpringing out of the earth. 
Whether this was the caufe, or however infpir'd, 
Our fage gave a fentence will be ever admir'd : 
'Twas this — I pronounce that good ale is good meat* 
For I £nd I have no inclination to eat : 
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That ale is good cloth* you may honeftly boaft, 
For i'faith ! I'm as blithe and as warm as a toaft : 
But to call it good drink — is a lie, I'll be fworn, 
For I ne'er was fo dry fince the hoar I was born* 
The c loth, cries a punfter, who chanc'd to come by* 
Muft be a good drap> if it kept you fo dry. 



A FRAGMENT OF CHAUCER. 



XVIGHT wele of lerned clerkis is it fed, 
That womenhud for mannis' ufe is made ; 
But naughty man liketh not one, or fo. 
He lufteth aye unthriftily for mo ; 
And whom he whilome cherilhed, when tied 
By holy church he cannot her abide* 
Like unto dog which lighteth of a bone, 
His tail he waggeth, glad therefore y-grown, 
But thilke fame bone if to his tail thou tye, 
Pardie, he fearing it away doth fly* 



«^>t*«*0lt0>»V0l 



POETICAL FARRAGO. 13 



A RECEIPT TO CURE THE VAPOURS. 

POPE. 
WRITTEN TO LADY J N» 



WHY will Delia thus retire, 
And idly languifh life away ; 

While the fighing crowd admire, 
'Tis too foon/for hartfhorn tea. 

All thofe difmal looks, and fretting, 
Cannot Damon's life reftore ; 

Long ago the worms have eat him, 
You can never fee him more. 

Once again confult your toilette, 
In the glafs your face review ; 

So much weeping foon will fpoil it, 
And no fpring your charms renew. 

I, like you, was born a woman, •» 

Well I know what vapours mean ; • — 
The difeafe, alas! is common, 
Single, we have all the ipleen. 
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All the morals that they tell us, 
Never cur'd the forrow yet : 

Chufe, among the pretty fellows, 
One of honour, youth, and wit- 

Prithee hear him every morning, 
At the leaft an hour or two ; 

Once again at night returning — 
I believe the dofe will do. 



VERBATIM FROM BOILEAU. 
Un jour, dit un auteur, &c. 

POPS. 



WNCE (fays an author, where I need not fay) 
Two trav'lers found an oyfter in their way ; 
Both fierce, both hungry ; the difpute grew ftrong, 
While fcale in hand Dame Juftice pafs'd along. 
Before her each with clamour pleads the laws, 
Explain'd the matter, and would win the caufe* 
Dame Juftice weighing long the doubtful right, 
Takes, opens, fwallows it, before their fight. 
The caufe of ftrife remov'd fo rarely well ; 
There, take (fays Juftice), take ye each zjbcll. 
We thrive at Weftminfter on fools like you : 
'Twas sl fat oyfler— live in peace — AAtevu 
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^ANSWER TO THE FOLLOWING QUESTION 01 
Mrs. ROWE. 



What is prudery ? 

'Tis a beldam, 
Seen with wit and beauty feldom. 
'Tis a fear that ftarts at fhadows. 
'Tis (no, 'tis n't) like Mifs Meadows. 
'Tis a virgin hard of feature, 
Old, and void of all good-nature ; 

Lean and fretful ; would feem wife ; 
Yet plays the fool before (he dies. 
'Tis an ugly envious fhrew, 
That rails at dear Lepell and you. 



ON A CERTAIN LADY AT COURT. 

POPE. 



I KNOW the thing that's moft uncommon, 

(Envy be filent, and attend!) 
I know a reafonable woman, 

Handfome and witty, yet a friend* 
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Not warp'd by paflion, aw'd by rumour ; 

Not grave through pride, or gay through folly ; 
An equal mixture of good humour, 

And fenfible foft melancholy, 

" Has fhe no faults, then (Envy fays), Sir ?" 

Yes, fhe has one, I mull aver ; 
When all the world confpires to praife her, 

The woman's deaf, and does not hear. 



ON Mr. DENNIS, 

WHO HAD THROWN OUT SOME INSINUATIONS 

AGAINST THE AUTHOR. 

POPE. 



OHOULD Dennis publifh, you had ftabb'd your 

brother, 
Lampoon'd your monarch, or debauch'd your mother ; 
Say, what revenge on Dennis can be had ? 
Too dull for laughter, for reply too mad ; 
On one fo poor, you cannot take the law; 
On one fo old, your fword you fcorn to draw ; 
Uncag'd then let the harmlefs monfter rage, 
Secure in dulnefs, madnefs, want, and age. 
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ON RECEIVING FROM THB 

RIGHT HON. THE LADY FRANCES SHIRLEY 

A STANDISH AND TWO PENS* 
POPE. 



Y ES, I beheld th' Athenian queen 
Defcend in all her fober charms ; 

« And take ((he faid, and fmil'd ferene) 
« Take at this hand celeftial arms. 

" Secure the radiant weapons wield ; 

" This golden lance fhall guard defert, 
« And if a vice dare keep the field ; 

" This fteel (hall ftab it to the heart." 

Aw'd, on my bended knees I fell, 
Recerv 'd the weapons of the iky ; 

And dipt them in the fable well, 
The fount of fame or infamy. 

" What well ? what weapon ? (Flavia cries), 
" A ftandilh, fteel, and golden pen ! 

« It came from Bertrand's *, not the ikies ; 
«« 1 gave it you. to write again* 

* A famous toy. (hop at Bath. 

c 
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" But, friend, take heed whom you attack ; 

" You'll bring a houfe (I mean of Peers) 
" Red, blue, and green, nay white and black, 

« L — and all about your ears. 

« You'd write as fmooth again on glafs, 

« And run, on ivory, fo glib, 
" As not to ftick at fool or afs *, 

« Nor ftop at flattery or fib +. 

« Athenian queen ! SsAfober charms f 
*< I tell ye, fool, there's nothing in't : 

" 'Tis Venus, Venus gives thefe arms §, 
« In Dryden's Virgil fee the print ^. 

« Corae> if you'll be a quiet foul, 

« That dares tell neither truth nor lies ## , 

" I'll lift you in the harmlefs roll 

€t Of thofe that fing of thefe poor eyes." 

* The Dunciad. 

1 The epiftle to Dr. Arbuthnot. 

4 Such toys being the ufual prefents from lovers to their miftreffes. 

f When (he delivers .£neas a fuit of heavenly armour. 

♦# /. e. If you hive neither the courage to write fatire, nor the appli- 
cation to attempt an epic poem-— -He was then meditating on- 
Juchawofk. 
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ON THE REPORT OF A WOODEN BRIDGE TO 
BE BUILT AT WESTMINSTER. 



15 Y Rufus' hall, where Thames polluted flows, 
Provok'd, the Genius of the river rofe, 
And thus exclaim'd — " Have I, ye Britifh fwains, 
" Have I, for ages, lav'd your fertile plains ? 
*' Given herds, and flocks, and villages increafe, 
'* And fed a richer than the Golden Fleece ? 
•• Have I, ye merchants, with each fwelling tide, 
" Pour'd Africk's treafure in, and India's pride ? 
* c Lent you the fruit of every nations toil ? 
•* Made every climate your's, and every foil ? 
" Yet, pilfer'd from the poor, by gaming bafe, 
€< Yet, muft a wooden bridge my waves difgrace ? 
" Tell not to foreign dreams the fhameful tale, 
«' And be it publifh'd in no Gallic vale." 
He faid ; — and plunging to his cryftal dome, 
White o'er his head the circling waters foam. 
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TO SYLVIA. 

GARRICK. 



IF truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 
l«t Damon urge his claim, 

He feels the paflion void of art ; 
The pure the conftant flame. 

Tho* fighing fwains their torments tell, 
Their fenfual love contemn ; 

They only prize the beauteous ftiell, 
But flight the inward gem. 

Pofleflion cures the wounded heart, 
Deftroys the tranfient fire ; 

But when the mind receives the dart, 
Enjoyment wets defire. 

By age your beauty will decay, 
Your mind improves with years ; 

As when the blofibms fade away, ! 

The rip'ning fruit appears. 

May heav'n and Sylvia grant my fuit, 

-And hkfs the future bout, 
That Damon, who can tafte the fruvt. 
May gather cv'ry flower. 
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VERSES WRITTEN IN A BOOK CALLED, 

FABLES FOR THE FEMALE SEX. 

GARRICK. 



W HILE here the poet points the charmi 

Which blefs the perfect dame. 
How unaffected beauty warms, 

And wit preferves the flame ; 

How prudence, virtue, fenfe agree, 

To form the happy wife : 
In Lucy and her book, I fee, 

The picture, and the life. 

VERSES WRITTEN IN SYLVIA'S PRIOR. 

BT THE SAME. 



TJnTOUCH'D by love, unmov'd by wit, 
I found no charms in Matthew's lyre, 

But unconcerned read all he writ, 
Tho' Love and Phcebus did infpire : 

Till Sylvia took her favourite's part, 

Refolv'd to prove my judgment wrong ; 
Her proofs prevail 'd, they reach 'd my heart, 
And foon I felt the poet 9 s fong. 



I 
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INSCRIPTIONS 

ON A MONUMENT TO THE MEMORY OF A 
lady's FAVOURITE BULLFINCH. 

BY THE SAME. 



On the front of the Stone. 

MEMORISE 

BLANDIENTIS VOLUCRIS 

HUNC LAPIDEM 

POSUIT 

D G 

ET HOC 

NOBILISSIMjE U3CIM 

OFFICII SUI 

TESTIMONIUM 

QUALE QUALE EST 

DICAVIT. 



On the right Jide* 

THE goddeffes of wit and love 
Have patroniz'd the owl and dove ; 
From whofe protedlion bothAay cVxvrcv 
To immortality and fame* 
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Could wit alone, or beauty, give 
To birds the fame prerogative ; 
My double claim had fate defy'd, 
And Lucy's • favourite ne'er had dy'd. 



On the left fide. 

THO* here my body lies interr'd, 

I ftill can be a tell-tale bird ; 

If David (hould pollute thefe (hades, 

And wanton with my lady's maids ; 

Or Dick fneak out to field or park 

To play with Mopfy in the dark ; 

Or Will, that noble generous youth, 

Should err, from wifdom, tafte, or truth! 

And blefs'd with all that's fair and good, 

Should quit a feaft for grofler food ; 

I'll rife again a reftlefs fprite, 

Will haunt my lonely cage by night, 

There fwell my throat, and plume my wing, 

And every tale to Lucy fing. 

* Counters of Rochfbrd. 
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NATURE AND FORTUNE. 



TO THE LATE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD* 



NATURE and Fortune blithe and gay„ 

To pafs an hour or two, 
In frolic mood agreed to play 

At •< What mall this man do ?" 

Come, I'll be judge then, Fortune cries > 
And therefore muft be blind ; 

Then whipt a napkin round her eyes, 
And ty'd it faft behind. 

Nature had now prepared her lift 
Of names on fcraps of leather, 

Which roll'd, fhe gave them each a twift> 
And huftled them together. 

Thus mixt, which ever came to hand 

She very furely drew ; 
Then bade her filler give command, 

For what that man (hould do. 
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'Twould almoft burft one's fides to hear 

What ftrange commands me gave ; 
That C r mould the laurel wear, 

And C e an array have. 

At length when Stanhope's name was come, 

Dame Nature fmil'd, and cry'd, 
Now tell me, filter, this man's doom* 

•And what fhall him betide. 

That man, faid Fortune, fhall be one 

Bleft both by you and me : — 
Nay, then, quoth Nature, let's have done ; 

Sifter, I'm fure you fee. 



THE EXCEPTION. 



OTANHOPE has gain'd one branch of fame, 
To which, I'll prove, he has no claim. 
Say they — " His favours he extends, 
" Without regard to wealth, or friends : 
« Of fuch difmterefted fpirit, 
« Nothing prevails, with him, but merit; 
" Nay, he'll difpenfe with merit too, 
" When modeit want can reach his view." 



i 
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Merc prejudice ! 'tis plain to me, 
No man takes fweeter bribes than he. 
To clear this point from any doubt, 
A parallel (hall help me out. 

The noble Fulvia fpurns at gain : 
Freely (he heals her lover's pain : 
But furely you'll allow me this, 
That, when fhe grants, (he mares the blifs. 

So Stanhope, in each gen'rous a&ion, 
Reaps more than half the fatisfa&ioiu 



AN EPIGRAM 

o.n the rev. mr. l. echard's, and bishop; 

gilbert burnet's histories. 

by mr. m. green. 



I 



vtIL'S hiftory appears to mc 

Political anatomy, 

A cafe of (keletons well done, 

And malefactors every one. 

His (harp and ftrong incifive pen 

Hiftorically cuts up men, 
And does with lucid (kill impart 
Their inward ails of head arid Yieatu 
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Laurence proceeds another way, 
And well-dreft figures doth difplay : 
His characters are all in flefh, 
Their hands are fair, their faces frefh ; 
And from his fweet'ning art derive 
A better fcent than when alive. 
He wax- work made to pleafe the fons, 
Whofe fathers were Gil's fkeletons. 



THE SEEKER. 

BY THE SAME. 



W HEN I firft came to London, I rambled about 
From fermon to fermon, took a flice, and went out. 
Then on me, in divinity bachelor, try'd 
Many priefts to obtrude a Levitical bride; 
And urging their various opinions, intended 
To make me wed fyftems, which they recommended. 

Said a lech'rous old fry'r Ikulking near Lincoln 's-inn, 
(Whofe trade to abfolve, but whofe paftime to fin ; 
Who, fpider-like, feizes weak proteftant flies, 
Which hung in his fophiftry cobweb he fpies) 
•« Ah, pity your foul, for without our church pale, 
" If you happen to die, to be damn'd you can't &&, 
" The bible, you bead, is a wild revelation % . 
« Hezr* church that can't err, if youhope fox ttowsad*:* 
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Said a formal non con (whofe rich flock of grace 
Lies forward expos'd in (hop- window of face), 
" Ah ! pity your foul, come, be of our fed : 
" For then you are fafe, and may plead you're ele<£l. 
€S As it (lands in the Acts, we can prove ourfelves faints, 
" Being Chrift's little flock ev'ry where fpoke againlt." 

Said a jolly church-parfon (devoted to eafe, 
While penal law dragons guards his golden fleece) 
" If you pity your foul, I pray liften to neither, 
" The firft is in error, the laft a deceiver : 
" That ours is the true church, the fenfe of our tribe is, 
" And furely in medio tutiffimus ibis.** 

Said a yea and nay friend with a ftifF hat and band, 
(Who while he talk'd gravely would hold forth his hand) 
« Dominion and wealth are the aim of all three, 
" Tho* about ways and means they may all difagree ; 
'" Then prithee be wife, go the quaker x s by-<way> 
" 'Tis plain, without turnpikes, fo nothing to pay." 



ADVICE TO A LADY IN AUTUMN. 

BY THE LATE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD. 

ASSES milk, half a pint, take at fev'n, or before, 
Then deep for an hour or two, and no more. 
At nine ft retch your arms, and oVvl thitvk when alone, 
T&ene's no pica fare in bed. — Mary,\mu£Tftfcta<j ^wyv\ 
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Slip on that ere you rife ; let your caution be fuch ; 
Keep all cold from your bread, there's already too 

much ; 
Your pinners fet right, your tvvitcher ty'd on, 
Your prayers at an end, and your breakfaft quite done, 
Retire to fome author improving and gay, 
And with fenfe like your own, fet your mind for the 

day. 
At twelve you may walk, for at this time o' the year, 
The fun, like your wit, is as mild, as 'tis clear : 
But mark in the meadows the ruin of time ; 
Take the hint, and let life be improv'd in its prime. 
Return not in hade, nor of drefTing take heed ; 
For beauty, like your's, no amftance can need. 
With an appetite, thus, down to dinner you fit, 
Where the chief of the feaft is the flow of your wit : 
Let this be indulg'd, and let laughter go round ; 
As it pleafes your mind, to your health 'twill redound. 
After dinner, two glafles at leaft, I approve ; 
Name the firft to the king, and the laft to your love : 
Thus chearful, with wifdom, with innocence, gay, 
And calm with your joys gently glide thro' the day. 
The dews of the evening mod carefully fhun ; 
Thofe tears of the Iky for the lofs of the fun. 
Then in chat, or at play, with a dance, or a fong, 
Let the night, like the day, pafs with pleafure along. 
All cares, but of love, banifti far from your mind ; 
And thofcyou may end, when you pleafe to be Vucvk* 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN IN A LADY'S SHERLOCK UPON DEATH. 

BT THE SAME. 



MISTAKEN fair, lay Sherlock by, 

His do&rine is deceiving ; 
For whilft he teaches us to die, 

He cheats us of our living. 

To die's a leflbn we fhall know 
Too foon without a mafter ; 

Then let us only ftudy now, 
How we may live the fader. 

To live's to love, to blefs, be bleft 

With mutual inclination ; 
Share then my ardour in your breaft, 

And kindly meet my paflion. 

But if thus bleft I may not live, 

And pity you deny, 
To me at leaft your Sherlock give, 

9 Tis I muft learn to die. 
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TO CHLOE. 



Whenever, chioe, i begin, 

Your heart, like mine, to move, 
You tell me of the crying fin 
Of unchafte lawlefs love. 

How can that paflion be a fin 
Which gave to Chloe birth ? 

How can thofe joys but be divine, 
Which make a heaven on earth ? 

To wed, mankind the prieft trepann'd : 

By fome fly fallacy, 
And difobey'd God's great command, 

Increafe and multiply. 

You fay that love's a crime ; content : 

Yet this allow you muft, 
More joy's in heav'n if one repent 

Than over ninety juft. 

Sin then dear girl, for mercy's fake, 

Repent and be forgiven ; 
JMefs me, and by repentance make 
A holy-day in heav'n. 
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BY MR. ELLIS. 



AS Chloe ply'd her needle's art, 

A purple drop the fpear 
Made from her heedlefs finger ftart, 

And from her eyes a tear. 

Ah ! might but Chloe by her fmart 
Be taught for mine to feel ; 

Mine caus'd by Cupid's piercing dart, 
More (harp than pointed fteel ! 

Then I her needle would adore, 
Love's arrow it mould be, 

Indu'd with fuch a fubtle pow'r 
To reach her heart from me» 



BY THE SAME. 



OUE venal Belinda to grant you the bleffing 
As Jove courted Danae, or vain's your addreffing ; 
For love, the a/Terrs, all that's getirous \xtftpvre&, 
And therefore rich tokens of love ftie iw^xuw. 
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uch fuitors as nothing but ardours are boafting, 
Vill ne'er reach Elyfiura, but ever be coafting, 
ike pennylefs ghofts deny'd paflage by Charon, 
They'll find, without fee, unrelenting the fair one* 

kit give me the nymph not ungrateful to wooing, 
Nho love pays with love, and carefles with cooing, 
\y whom a true heart is accepted as fterling, 
\nd Cupid alone makes her lover her darling. 



THE PLAYTHING CHANG'D. 



JvITTY's charming voice and face, 
Syren-like, firft caught my fancy ; 

Wit and humour next take place, 
And now I doat on fprightly Nancy. 

Kitty tunes her pipe in vain, 

With airs moft languilhing and dying.; 
Calls me falfe, ungrateful fwain, 

And tries in vain to (hoot me flying* 

Nancy with refiftlefs art, 

Always humorous, gay, and witty.; 
.Has taUk'd herfelf into my heart, 
And quite excluded tuneful Kitty. 
D 



( 
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Ah ! Kitty, Love, a wanton boy 

Now pleas'd with fong, and now with prattle, 
Still longing for the neweft toy, 

Has chang'd his whittle for a rattle. 



THE TEA-SPOON, 

OCCASIONED BY DR. HILL'S PRESCRIBING A TEA- 
SPOONFUL OF EVERT MEDICINE TO EVERY 
PATIENT INDISCRIMINATELY. 



JT1APPY Tea-fpoon, which can hit 
Dr. Hill's unequall'd wit ; 
Patients young, and patients old, 
Patients hot, and patients cold, 
Patients tender, patients tough, 
A Tea-fpoonful is juft enough. 

If with tea you (hake your frame, 
Or with drams your head inflame, 
Or with beef your paunch o'er-ftufl> 
A Tea-fpoonful is juft enough. 

If in court, with brief in hand, 
Or at bar you trembling (land, 
Take the dofe, fear no rebuff 
A Tea-fpoonful is juft enough. 
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What is ftranger ftill than all, 
Be the tea-fpoon large or fraall, 
Be it batter'd, broken, rough, 
Still a Tea-fpoonful's enough. 

Order drops, ye medic dunces, 
Order fcruples, drams, and ounces, 
Hill aflerts, and ftands it bluff, 
That a Tea-fpoon's juft enough* 



Happy Tea-fpoon, thus to hit 
Dr. Hill's unequall'd wit ! 



A QUIBBLING EPITAPH ON W. LOWNDES, ESQj, 

SECRETARY TO THE TREASURY IN THE 
REIGN OP QJ7EEN ANNE. 



N O ways or means againft the tyrant Death 
Could rai/e fupplies to aid thy fund of breath : 
O Lowndes ! it is enafled, foon or late, 
Each branch of nature muft fubmit to fate : 
Each member of that houfe, where thou didft ftand, 
Intent on credit, with thy bill in hand, 
Shall equally this imfo/ition bear, 
And in his turn be found deficient here ; 
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But truft in heav'n, where furpluffes of joy, 
And endlefs produce will all cares deftroy : 
And may'ft thou there when thy accounts are paft, 
Gain a quietus which (hall ever larft ! 



WRITTEN AT BATH. 



1 HE church and rooms, the other day, 
Open'd their books for pray'r and play : 
The prieft got fix — Hoyle fixty-feven ; 
How great the odds for Hell, 'gainft Heav'n ! 



ON THE ROYAL MARRIAGE ACT. 



QUOTH Ned to Will— this aft appears 

Abfurd, as I'm alive : 
To take the crown at eighteen yean, 

The wife at twenty-five. 

The myft'ry how (hall we explain ? 

For fure, as Dowdefwell* faid, 
Thus early if they're fit to reign, 

They muft be fit to *wed. 

* See this gentleman* fpeech on the Roya\ M*tite«t JtSu 
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Ned (Will reply'd), thou art a fool, 
And little know'ft of life ; 

Alas ! 'tis eafier far to rule 
A kingdom, than a wife* 



IMPROMPTU, 

BT MR. HORACE WALPOLE, 

)N SEEING THE DUTCHESS OP QJ7EENSBURY WALK AT THE 
PRINCESS DOWAGER OP WALES'S FUNERAL. 



J. O many a Kitty Love his car 
Would for a day engage, 

But Prior's Kitty, ever fair, 
Obtained it for an age. 



ON THE LATE MR. ROBERT LLOYD, 

WHEN A PRISONER IN THE FLEET. 



AAr IT, wifdom, pity, folly, friends, 

Bob u&s and abufes ; 
No pride, bat learned pride, coinfiiend*, 

No Han bat the mufea. 



( 
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THE 

FOLLOWING JEUX D'ESPRIT 

WERE PRESENTED BY THE HON. H. WALPOLE TO FOUR 
• FRENCH LADIES OF EMINENCE, UPON A LATE VISIT 
TO HIM, AT HIS VILLA AT STRAWBERRY-HILL. 



TO MADAME DU CHATELET. 



WHEN beauteous Helen left her native air, 
Greece for ten years in arms reclaim'd the fair ; 
Th' enamour'd boy with-held his lovely prize. 
And ftak'd his country's ruin 'gainil her eyes. 
Your charms, lefs baneful, not lefs ftrong appear ; 
We welcome any peace that keeps you here. 



TO. MADAME DE VILLEGAGNON, 

ON THE SEIZURE OF HER CLOTHES BT THE CUSTOM- 
HOUSE OFFICERS. 



XARDON, fair traveller, the troop 
That barr'd your wardrobe's way ; 

Nor think your filks, your gown, and hoop, 
Were objects of their piey. 
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Ah ! who, when authoriz'd by law, 

To ftrip a form like your's, 
Would reft content with what he faw, 

And not exert his pow'rs ? 



TO MADAME DE DAMAS, 

LEARNING ENGLISH. 



± HOUGH Britifh accents your attention fire, 
You cannot learn fo faft as we admire ; 
Scholars, like you, but flowly can improve, 
For who would teach you but the verb, / love ? 



TO MADAME DE LA VAUPALIERE. 



OH ALL Britain figh, when fav'ring Zephyrs care 
Wafts to her mores the bright la Vaupaliere ? 
Ah ! yes ; defcended from the Britifh throne, 
She views a nymph (he muft not call her own ; 
She fees how dear has Stuart's exile coft, 
By Clermont's arms and Berwick's valour loft. 



*<^» t ^*<^»k^v d , 
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LINES, 

SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN ON FINDING A PAIR 0* 

SHOES ON A LADY'S BED. 



W ELL may Sufpicion (hake its head, 
Well may Dorinda's fpoufe be jealous, 

When the dear wanton takes to bed 
Her very Jhoes becaufe they're fellows. 



ON A PIPE OF TOBACCO. 



THRO* worthlefs tube of brittle clay, 
Will I fome ferious thoughts convey ; 
My native frailty here I trace, 
A perfect type of human race : 
Exotic is the noifome plant, 
Exotic all for which I pant ; 
With fick'ning fumes the air I choak ; 
What's worldly grandeur but a fmoak ? 
The quick'ning whiffs declare the ftrife 
Of thofe who gafp for parting life ; 
The heap of duft that's left behind, 
Difplays the fate of all mankind. 
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SPOKEN EXTEMPORE 

BY TWO YOUNG LADIES. 



•3IMON does vow, nay, he does fwear, 
He'll dance with none but what are fair— 
Suppofe we women mould difpenfe 
Our hands to none but men of fenfe— 
Suppofe, well madam — and what then ? 
Why, Sir, you'd never dance again. 



EPIGRAM ON THIS QUESTION: 

WHICH IS THE MORE ELIGIBLE FOR A WIFE, A WIDOW, 
OR AN OLD MAID ?" 



Y E who to wed the fweeteft wife would try, 
Obferve how men a fweet Cremona buy; 
New violins they feek not from the trade, 
B ut one on which fome good muiician play 'd : 
Strings never touch'd fome harfhnefs will produce $ 
The fiddle's harmony improves by ufe. 



V»«^i«S^V» 
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ANSWER 
TO THE PRECEDING EPIGRAM. 



ClNE rule will wives and fiddles fit. 
Is falfely faid, I fear, by wit 

To fad experience blind : 
For woman's an JEolian harp, 
Whofe every note, or flat, or (harp, 

Depends upon the wind. 



A REPLY 

TO THE TWO EPIGRAMMATISTS. 



-T IDDLES and harps no more compare 
(Improper fymbols) to the fair, 

However they attract ! 
Ye wits, for woman let me fee, 
If mufic will not yield to me, 
Juftly to grace 
The female race, 
An image more exact. 
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Woman, I fay, or dame, or lafs, 
Is an harmonica of glafs, 

Celeftial and complete : 
If new, or by fome trials known, 
It matters not 
A (ingle jot 
When rightly touch 'd, its every note 
Is ravifhingly fweet. 



LINES STUCK ON THE TEMPLE GATE. 



AS by the Templars' holds you go, 
The horfe and lamb difplay'd, 

In emblematic figures, fhew 
The merits of their trade. 

That clients may infer from thence 
How juft is their profeflion, 

The lamb fets forth their innocence, 
The horfe their expedition* 

O happy Britons ! happy Ifle ! 

Let foreign nations fay, 
Where you get judice without guile, 
And law without delay. 
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THE EXPOSTULATION. 



V HEN late I attempted your pity to move, 
Why feem'd you fo deaf to my pray'rs ? 

rhaps it was right to diflemble your love, 
But why did you kick me down ftairs ? 



EPIGRAM 

ON THE PHRASE « KILLING TIME." 

BT VOLTAIRE. 



(Time is fuppofed to fpeak) 



jLoRSQJJE, pour s'amafer, ils s'ever tuent, 

Ces Mefficurs les humains, ils difent qu'ils me tuent ; 

Moi, je ne vante de rien, 

Mais, ma fois, je m'en venge bien." 

There's fcarce a point wherein mankind agree, 
So well as in their boaft of killing me ; 
I boair of nothing ; but, when I've a. imn&y 
I think I cm be even with mankiT*i% n 



v 



POETICAL FARRAGO. 45 



MRS. MONTAGUE 

HAPPENING TO PALL AT ST. JAMES'S— THE NEXT DAT 
SHI RECEIVED THE FOLLOWING LINES. 



Y E radiant fair! ye Hebes of the day, 
Who heedlefs laugh your little hour away, 
Let caution be your guide whene'er ye fport 
Within the fplendid precin&s of the court : 
Th' event of yefterday for prudence calls— 
'Tis dangerous treading where Minerva falls. 



CHLOE: A CHARACTER. 

BY MR. POPE. 



" YET Chloe fure was form'd without a fpot— " 
'Tis true— but fomething in her was forgot : 
« With ev'ry pleafing, ev'ry prudent part, 
" Say what can Chloe want ? " — She wants a heart* 
She fpeaks, behaves, and ads juft as (he ought, 
But never, never reach'd one gen'rous thought. 
Virtue (he Bnds too painful an endeavour, 
Content to dwell in decencies for ever. 



\6 POETICAL FARRAGO. 

5o very reasonable, fo unmov'd, 
\s never yet to love, or to be lov'd. 
>he, while her lover pants upon her breaft, 
Dan mark the figures on an Indian cheft ; 
\nd when (he fees her friend in deep defpair, 
Dbferves, how much a chintz exceeds mohair, 
forbid it heav'n, a favour, or a debt, 
>he e'er could cancel — but me may forget. 
Jafe is your fecret ftill in Chloe's ear; 
Jut none of Chloe's (hall you ever hear. 
3f all her dears me never flander'd one, 
Jut cares not if a thoufand are undone. 
¥ould Chloe know if you're alive or dead, 
She bids her footman put it in her head. 
Zhloc is prudent— would you too be wife ?— 
Then never break your heart when Chloe dies. 



ON DEAN SWIFT. 



ATHENS, call'd Sophocles, her Bee, to (how, 
rlis (trains did with a honey'd fweetnefs flow, 
tfame Swift the Bee, and let the title tell 
iis drains in honey, as in flings, excel. 



*>&>*-0V-&-*-&\ , ^0s 



\ 
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EPIGRAM. 



AWHILE Coiydon, with awkward grace, 
And downcaft modefty of face, 

Accoft the pert Lycoris ; 
She, who before was never coy, 
With pride infults the baftiful boy, 
Nor heeds his love-fick ftories. 

In vain his friends oppofe his flame, 
And tell him his indignant dame 

Is but a very woman ; 
He fwears (he is a goddefs bright; 
And (he to fit her lover right,' 

Imagines he is no man. 



THE LOOKING GLASS. 

BT MRS. DIXON. 



EVADNE, once a flaming toaft, 

Perceiv'd her pow'r decay ; 
Never conMcr'd, time rides poft, 
Nor will be brib'd to ftay. 



< 
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Poor Jenny oft was in difgrace, 

When things fuccecded ill ; 
No fault there could be in her face, 

'Twas Jenny's want of flcill. 

•• Madam," fays Jenny, all in tears, 
«« You can't be better dreft ; 

« Your ladyfhip to me appears 
«« A Venus, I proteft." 

" New place the glafs," Evadne cries, 
(f What can the matter be ? 

« Aminta now has all thofe eyes, 
« Which once were fixt on me." 

The toy was mov'd from fide to fide* 

Yet gave them no content ; 
At length to break it both agreed, 

By way of punifhmenu 

The guardian Sylph, who lay conceal'd 

Within the mirror's frame, 
Soon as their mifchief was reveal'd, 

Accofted thus the dame : 

* c Evadne, darling of my care, 

" Your anger is in vain ; 
«' The innocent reflector fpate ; 
" Of what doft thou complain S 
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« Was not an early homage paid 

«« Thofe charms you now deplore ? 
€ < Remember, thou ungrateful maid, 

" Thy once defpotic pow'r. 

« No flow'rs fo fweet, fo frefh, fo gay, 

« Can ftand the winter's blaft ; 
u Their bloom goes off, they foon decay, 

«* And fade like you at lauV' 

Jane bring my night-drefs, put it on, 

And fet the glafs afide ; 
When once a woman's beauty* s gone, 

How fiUy is her /rdfc. 



AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 



IHO* feilPd in Greek and Latin tongue, 
Which verfe is ftiort, and which is long; 
An Englifh heart and head I fend, 
Not as a fcholar, but a friend. 
Here I could prove, by wife example, 
In work voluminous and ample, 
That Homer taught in heathen Greek, 
The language which he learn'd to fpeak ; 
Thar old Anacreon catches fung 
Jn Taus and Deltas while but young : 
£ 
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That poets all, except the Dutch, 
If critics will allow them fach, 
Compofe the poems they excel in 
In uncouth rhyme and awkward fpelling ; 
For blockhead may return from fchool 
A Latin, Greek, or Hebrew fool : 
In truth and reafon ftill a block, 
Tho' deeply read in hie, haec, hoc : 
Still blund'ring in the learned road, 
Still (tumble on his qui, qua?, quod : 
Still labour in a barren ground, 
Devoid of fenfe, but full of found : 
* Yet plodding on with muddled brains, 
And blindly fearching dark remains; 
What Horace faid, or Virgil thought, 
How Tully fpoke, how Caefar fought. 
While Britain fcorns to yield to Rome* 
Abroad in arms, in arts at home : 
Shall falfehood honeft truth betray, 
Or (laves teach freemen what to fay ? 
Our worthies mine in brighter fame, 
Than Roman or a Grecian name : 
Ideal Locke inftru&s our youth 
To understand the naked truth ; 
While Newton leads each ductile foul 
From orb to orb, from pole to pole ; 
From ftar to ftar direfts our way, 
As certain and as bright as they 
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With mother tongue and mother wit, 
A Prior and a Pope have writ ; 
In home-fpun Englifh verfe I write 
What love of "country can indite ; 
Devoted to our home-brew'd drink, 
I fpeak what natives ought to think ; 
Doubly infpir'd all health I fend 
By country ale to country friend. 



ON THE 

DEATH OF THE LORD CHANCELLOR. 

W4- 



LET others raife the monumental ftone, 
And have falfe panegyrics 'grav'd thereon ; 
Their blood, their virtues, and their fame to tell, 
How lov'd they liv'd, and how lamented fell ; 
To mine with future honor not their own, 
When living hated, and when dead unknown : 
You, Talbot, want no marble to record 
How juft thy thought, how facred was thy word ; 
How firm thy honor, and how great thy mind, 
The love, the pride, the glory of mankind. 
Beyond defcription, and above all art, 
Thy virtues are engrav'd on ev"ry heart : 
Great Britain's grief, while Britain is, {hall be 
An evcrhHing monument to thee. 
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THE STORY-TELLER. 



OLD Chronicle, whene'er his club he meets, 
Himfelf in his own elbow chair he feats ; 
Here his own wax, and own tobacco lie, 
And there his pipe, his aid to memory : 
Soon as the merry tale flows circling round, 
He with important voice and look profound, 
The hift'ry of the former age relates, 
The fatts, the perfons, and the time he ftates ; 
Left the minuteft thing mould be o'erpaft, 
Punctual he tells the whole from firft to laft ; 
Nor does he mention ought but what is true> 
What he himfelf from his own knowledge knew : 
" Thefe things,' ' he cries, " I perfectly retain, 
" The felf-fame words — and fo faid fhe — and then 

« He made reply and fo faid I again" 

At laft he drops, kind fl umbers clofe his eyes, 
And in a fnore th" imperfect ftory dies.— 
Again he wakes — and now retells all o'er 
In the fame words, fame order as before : 
Men, things, and circumftance defcribing clear, 
Who, what, whom, by what means, why, how, when, 

where 

O trifling prater ! who, to others' coft, 
Thy wond'rous ftrength of memory will boaft : 
How much more pleafing would your chat be thought, 
Jf, '/lead of all things > you'd rememtott nou^feu 
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ORDERS 

OF 

HIS EXCELLENCY R. NASH, ESQ^ 

GOVERNOR GENERAL OF THE DIVERSIONS AT BATH. 



IbOME come here for pleafure, and others for health, 
Some come here to fquander, and fome to get wealth ; 
To thefe all our fubjects here merrily meeting, 
We Governor Nafh now fend out our greeting. 
Whereas it to us has been fully made known, 
Some queer folks prefume to have wills of their own, 
And think when they come to fuch places as thefe, 
They *ve unlimited licence to do as they pleafe ; 
Whence frequent difturbances daily arife ; 
To prevent fuch abufes whate'er in us lies, 
We publifh thefe orders, coniiderd at leifure, 
And expect due obfervance, for fuch is our pleafure. 
When you firft come to Bath, in whatever condition, 
Whether fick, or in health, you rauft have a phyfician ; 
As each will accept mod inordinate fees, 
You're at your own liberty, chufe whom you pleafe. 
The doctor will find there is abfolute need, 
That friend Jerry Pierce mould be fent for to bleed ; 
Next forae drop* or fame pills, prepar'd with due, caxe»> 
To prevent all infeftion from water or air, \ 

Then drink at the pump, or e'en bathe without fe*u \ 
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When you firft fally out, there are different calls 
At Hayes's, or Lovelace's, money for balls : 
As nothing in this world is done without bribe, 
Leake, Sinnot, or Morgan expect you'll fubfcribe : 
When all this is over, then live at your eafe, 
Intrigue, drink, and fornicate, juft as you pleafe: 
When cafh is exhaufted, march off without trouble, 
Secure, who comes next will be juft the fame bubble. 



WIT. 



X O fetter wit's a vain intent, 
It gets more fame by punifhment* 



LOVE. 



XjOVE'S no irregular defire, 
No fudden ftart of raging pain, 

Which in a moment grows a fire, 
And in a moment cools again. 

Not found in the fad fonnetteer, 

Who fings of darts, defpair, and chains, 
And by whofe difmal verfe, 'us c\rat 
He wants not heart fo much a&\>x&x»» 
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Nor does it centre in the beau, 

Who fighs by rule, in order dies, 
Whofe all confifts in outward fhow, 

Who want of wit by drefs fupplies. 

No ! love is fomething fo divine, 
Defcription would but make it lefs ; 

'Tis what I feel, but can't define ; 
'Tis what I know, but can't exprefs. 



MR. GARRICK 

ON HIS 

LETHE. 



1 HE poet's fable ftream, no more 
Is fi&ion, as in times of yore; 
A real eafe for human woes, 
O Garrick, in thy Lethe flows : 
The humour of thy comic fcene, 
Difperfes care, and chafes fpleen ; 
Confirms the gay, relieves th'oppreft, 
And raifes joy in ev'ry breaft. 



«^>vtf^w^v^»w^i 



$6 POETICAL FARRAGO. 



VERSES 

WRITTEN ON OBSERVING SOME WORKMEN EMPLOYED 

IN PREPARING FIREWORKS TO CELEBRATE 

A LATE PEACE, ON SUNDAY. 



Dies folis, non fabbati. 



r REED from BeUona's toils and dire diftrefs, 
Her blifs increafing, tho' her merit lefs, 
Ungrateful Britain, fcarce the tempeft o'er, 
But of the hand that dills it, thinks no more* 
From her once fav'rite ifle Religion's fled, 
Chriftians again in heathen footfteps tread : 
Behold, like Perfia's fons, they now afpire, 
Mocking the God of heav'n, to ferve the God of fire. 



ON 

A GENTLEMAN OF ALL SOULS COLLEGE, OXFORD, 

WHO VACATED HIS FELLOWSHIP BY MARRIAGE. 



X RE VAILING nature his weak mind controuls, 
Who, for one Jingle bodj> quits All Souls. 



**^<^->V0>«O*v>v 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN AT THE DESIRE OF MR. THOMSON, ON 
THE DEATH OF HIS MONKEY, 

BT DR. KENRICK. 



\\H AT, tho' no marble bears dead Mackey's name, 
Nor gilded characters his worth proclaim ; 
His virtues ftill (if virtues monkeys have) 
May long furvive, nor find with him a grave ; 
His mafter his juft monuments we fee, 
For Mackey lives, O Thomfon ! lives in thee. 



FROM VIRGIL. 

IT rains all night, the mows return at day; 
Jove and great Caefar bear alternate fway. 



•^»«o»«^>*^»«^» 
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ADDRESS 

TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON, ON CROWNING HIS 
BUST WITH A WREATH OF BAYS* 

BY MR. ROBERT BURNS. 



W HILE virgin Spring, by Eden's flood, 

Unfolds her tender mantle green ; 
Or pranks the fod in frolic mood, 
Or tunes Eolian drains between ; 

While Summer, with a matron grace, 

Retreats to Dryburgh's cooling made, 
Yet oft delighted flops to trace 

The progrefs of the fpiky blade ; 

While Autumn, benefa&or kind, 

By Tweed eredls her aged head, 
And fees, with felf approving mind, 

Each creature on her bounty fed; 

While maniac Winter rages o'er 

The hills whence claffic Yarrow flows, 
Roufing the turbid torrent's roar, 
Or fweeping wild awafte of fa<m%\ \ 
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So long, fweet poet of the year, 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well haft won, 
While Scotia, with exulting tear, 

Proclaims that Thomfon was her fon. 



EPIGRAM 
on voltaire's reception into the academy. 

FROM THE FRENCH OF M. FAVIER. 



OpPRESS'D beneath a cumb'rous weight 
Of verfe and profe,' pack'd up with care> 

To where Parnaffus' fenate fat, 

With tott'ring pace came old Voltaire. 

His " Princefs of Navarre" they view'd* 
In fpite of fcorn, with pitying eyes ; 

His " Gothic Temple," wild and rude,. 
Which he, with Rameau, taught to rife. 

His " Paft'ral," too, prodigious piece ! 

Where matchlefs zeal and dullnefs join* 
To bid at once contention ceafe, 
And warring wits to laugh combine* 
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Phoebus, convinc'd by proofs fo plain, 
That the craz'd dotard's wits were fled, 

Cry'd : " In the Louvre I ordain 
w This invalid be cloath'd and fed." 



EPIGRAM. 

N ftormy night poor Gallus tunes his firings, 
Lnd at Amira's lonely window fings ; 
hudd'ring and wet, he tells his am'rous tale, 
Lnd hopes, by ferenading, to prevail : 
Tie thund'ring God repays his love with ire, 
Lnd clatters hail-ftones on his founding lyre ; 
*o, lover, boaft thy mufic's magic pow'r, 
Thou mov'ft xhtfionesy and Orpheus did no more. 



TRANSLATION 

OP THE 

EPIGRAM OF SANNAZARIUS ON VENICE. 



h 



C 



t 



N Adriatic waves when Neptune faw 
''air Venice (land, and to the fea give law ; 
; Boaft thy Tarpeian tow'rs, thy martial reign, 
; O Jove/' heiaid ; « thy Tiber to the Maine 
Prefer; each city view, and own thfc o&&% \ \ 

That feems the work of men, and \h\s ol Oo^%" \y 
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TRANSLATION . • 

OF 

A FRENCH EPITAPH ON M. D'ABLANCOURT. 



JJLERE lies d'Ablancourt, that illuftrious fage, 
Whofe genius, like a torch, illum'd his age ; 
By him in French attire each claflic (hone, 
He made all Athens, and all Rome our own* 
*Tis hard to fay, when his great fpirit fled, 
Who loft the moft — the living, or the dead. 



EPIGRAM. 



X O Helen, Homer's Iliad owes its fame, 
Penelope, th' Odyffey boafts thy name ; 
Both (hall for ever live in verfe divine, 
Hers for compliance, for refiftance thine. 



*&**&*<•&>*&%<&* 



I 
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LINES 

ENGRAVEN ON THE PONT DE NOTRE DAME, 
AT PARIS. 



From the Latin. 



AS to th* imperial town he gently glides, 
Th* ambitious Seine retards his fwelling tides ; 
Charm'd with the place, he weaves his wat'ry way, 
Meahd'ring round in many a fweet delay ; 
When filling each canal, he's now more proud 
To rife a fountain than to roll a flood. 



ON THE KING OF PRUSSIA. 
1746. 



JaING, hero, philofopher, author, mufician, 
Free-mafon, economift, bard, politician ; 
If a cbriftian, how happy would Europe have been ; 
And, alas ! if a man, how tranfported his queen ? 



»^>^-»V^-*«>-»*^"l 



POETICAL FARRAGO* • 6$ 



VERSES 

LEFT ON MADAME DE POMPADOUR'S TOILETj 

WHEN SHE WAS DRAWING. 

BT VOLTAIRE. 



From the French. 



A HAT pencil, happy to be thine, 
Should thy own features, Pompa, trace; 

Thy hand, tho* blefs'd with lkill divine, 
Could ne'er produce (o fair a face. 



ON 

THE DEATH 

or THE 

EARL OF KILDARE. 



WHO kilVd Kildare t who dar'd Kildare to kill? 
(Death anfwers) 

« I kilVd Kildare, and dare kill whom I will I" 
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EPIGRAM 

ON THE SUBSCRIPTION RAISED AGAINST 

THE REBELLION* 



iW H Y fo many fubfcrib'd for King George muft be 

plain, 

'Twas religion to (hield, and their rights to maintain. 

Some did not fubferibe, and the caufe to declare, 

They before for King James fubfcrib'd what they 

could fpare. • 

Some fubfcrib'd for them both, and for both had 
good reafon ; 

For as this made them traitors, that cover'd their 

treafon. 



A BON MOT OF PHILIP COMINES, 

SECRETARY TO LEWIS XII. 



IN filling a blank deputation of yore, 
The king, much oppos'd, could endure it no more ; 
So from council withdrew, but was follow'd by Phil : 
' What name for this blank fuitsyoui ma^c&y' * vr&A" 
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« Le Diable *," he anfwer'd, — " Pray, what is his 

ftyle? 
" Mon coufin bien aime \ ?" The king, with a fmile, 
Said, " Do as you will — to the jeft I fubmit ; 
" Let who will be the governor, thou art the <lv/7." 

J 



TO M. CRUSAZ 

EXAMINING THE ESSAY ON MAN, 
TRANSLATED BY A LAD7. 



x OPE falls ; infult not Crufaz o'er thy foes ; 
Bolts by a Cyclops forg'd a Pallas throws. 



FROM THE FRENCH OF VOLTAIRE, 

UNDER VAN HAREN'S PICTURE. 



SENATES admire Demofthenes in thee ; 
The Nine, reviv'd, their fav rite Pindar fee; 
Thy fteps majeftic Liberty precedes, 
In thee Tyrteus warms to noble deeds ; 
With all the chief's and all the poet's fire, 
You grafp the trumpet, and forego the lyre. 

* The DeviL 
t Ourtruftyand well-beloved coqOfl. 
F 
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Bora to be free the hero's thoughts are thine ; 
To love, but not to copy thee, is mine ; 
The fage's mufings, and inglorious oft, 
For mortals born to fervitude are be& : 
Our native fpots our turn of mind bellows, 
Thus Rome all (laves, all free- men London (hows ; 
To know no matter is the Dutchman's boaft ; 
To ferve his own becomes a Frenchman moll. 



INSCRIPTION 

UNDER A PORTRAIT B9 MARSHAL SAXE. 



IN Fabius, Rome, a warrior ftatefman found, 
Carthage, in Hannital, a chief renown'd : 
France, in her Saxe, beholds with proud delight, 
The Roman head and Punic arm unite* 



TRANSLATION 

OP AN EPIGRAM IN THE ANTHOLOOIA. 



3S 



A FOOL bit by fleas ftraight extinguifti'd the light, 
Saying : « If you can't fee me, I'm fure you can't 
bite." 



k 
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TO MISS * * * * 

ON HER GIVING THE AUTHOR A GOLD AND SILK NET- 
WORK PURSE OF HER OWN WEAVING. 



BT DR. JOHNSON. 



A HO* gold and filk their charms unite 
To make the curious web delight, 
In vain the vary'd work would fhine, 
If wrought by any hand but thine ; 
Thy hand that knows the fubtler art 
To weave thofe nets that catch the heart ; 
Spread for their prey, the roving coin 
Thy nets may (hare, but not confine ; 
Nor can I hope thy filkeii chain 
The glitt'ring vagrants lhall reftrain. 
Why, Silvia, was it, then, decreed, 
The heart, once caught, fhould ne'er be freed ? 



STELLA IN MOURNING. 

BT THE SAME. 



WHEN lately Stella's form difplay'd 
The beauties of the gay brocade, 
The nymphs, who found their pow'r dedutt* 
Proclaim'd her not fo f&ir as fine. 
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Turn'd to the bafd ; and with a fmile, (aid he, 
st Your drains for Nqll excel your {trains for me. 9 * 
The wit, his cheeks with confeious bkfhes red, 
Thus to the king returned, and bow'd his head ; 
€€ We bards, fo heav'n and all the Nine decreed, 
" In Jidion better than in truth fucceecU 



A BLACKAMOOR MAID 

TO 

A FAIR BOY. 



FROM A MS. COPY OF POIMS BY DR. H. KING, BISHOP 
' OF CHICHESTER, WHO DIED IN 1 6 69. 



STAY, lovely boy ! why fly'ft thou me, 
Who languilh in thefe flames for thee ? 
I'm black, 'tis true — why, fo is night, 
Yet love does in it* (hades delight ! 
One moment clofe thy fparkling eye, 
The world (hall (eem as black as I ; 
Or look — and fee how. black a (hade 
Is by thy own white body made ! 
That follows thee whefe'er yon go, 
(Ah! who allow'd would not do fo!) 
O Jet me then that (hadow be, 
JVb maid fliaU then be bteft ttke,rafc\ 
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THS 

BOY'S ANSWER. 

FROM THE SAMI. 



SLACK maid, complain not that I fly, 

When fate demands antipathy ! 

How monftrous would that union prove, 

Where night and day mould mingled move ! 

And the conjunction of our lips, 

Not kifles make, but an eclipfe 1 

In which the black (hading the white, 

Portends more terror than delight ! 

Yet if my fhadow thou wilt be, 

Enjoy my fhadow's property ; 

Which, tho* attendant on my eye, 

Yet haftes away as I come nigh ; 

Elfc flay 'till death has ftruck me blind, 

And then at will thou may'ft be kind. 



GENERAL LOVER. 



.LiET my fair one only be 
Female fex, and flic's for me : 
1 ca&love her r fair or brown, 
Of the country, orthet<wro: 
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L 



I can love her, rich or poor ; 
Or her wealth, or face adore : 
Be (he dull, or be (he gay, 
Haunting church, or haunting play, 
I her piety admire, 
Or her brifk coquetting fire : 
I an equal flame can find 
For the coy, or coming kind : 
If kind, 'twould ungen'rous be 
Not to love her that loves me. . 
If coy, 'twould injuftice prove* 
So much virtue not to love. 
Be (he fickle, fo am I ; 
Each will have their liberty : 
Should (he be a conftant dame, 
It will (hew how true her flame. 
Be (he tall, I like her mein, 
Stalking nobly like a queen : 
If a little tiny thing, 
Like fairy friiking in a ring; 
Wifdom it has been confeft, 
Of all ills to chufe the leaft : 
Let the fair one only be 
Female fex, and (he's for me. 
She who cannot credit give, 
Such a lover e'er can live, 
Tell it to the wond'ring fair, 
I this moment figh for het \ 
Sigh for her — whoe'er ftie Y*. — \ 

If woman — thsft's cnougVi £ot mc. \ 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN BY A DEAF MAN. 



-DEAF, giddy, helplefs, left alone, 
To all my friends a burden grown, 
No more I hear my church's bell : 
Than if it founded for my knell : 
At thunder now no more I ftart, 
Than at the rumbling of a cart : 
Nay, what's incredible, alack ! 
I hardly hear a woman's clack. 



EPIGRAM. 



Quid faciunt leges ubi fola pecunia regnat ? 



Petron. Arbit* 



A O what ferve laws where only money rei*gns; 
Or where a poor man's caufe no right obtains ? 
Ev'n thofe who moft authority pretend, 
Hire out their tongues, and words for profit lend : 
What's judgment then, but public merchandife ? 
And the court fits but to allow the price. 



*^>«o»«d»«^» 
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THE 

PARSON'S CASE. 

BT DEAN SWIFT. 



1 HAT you, friend Marcus, like a Stoic, 

Can wifti to die, in (train heroic, 

No real fortitude implies : 

Yet all muft own thy wifti is wife. 

Thy curate's place, thy fruitful wife, 
Thy bufy, drudging fcene of life, 
Thy infolent illiterate vicar, 
Thy want of all-confoling liquor, 
Thy thread-bare gown, thy caffock rent, 
Thy credit funk, thy money fpent, 
Thy week made up of fafting days, 
Thy grate unconfeious of a blaze, 
And to complete thy other curfes, 
The quarterly demands of nurfes, 
Are ills you wifely wifti to leave, 
And fly for refuge to the grave : 
And, O what virtue you exprefs, 
In wiftiing fuch afflictions lefs ! 

But now fhould fortune drift the fcene, 
And make thy curatefhip a dean^ 
Or fome rich benefice ptovi&e, 
To pampet luxury and pnAe •, 
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With labour fmall, and income great, 
With chariot lefs for ufe than ftatc ; 
With fwelling fcarf, and gloffy gown, 
And licence to refide in town ; 
To mine where all the gay refort, 
At concert, coffee-houfe, or court ; 
And weekly profecute his Grace 
With vifits, or to beg a place ; 
With underlings thy flock to teach, 
With no defire to pray or pieach ; 
With haughty fpoufe in vefture fine, 
With plenteous meals, and gen'rous wine ; 
Would'ft thou not wi(h, in fo much eafe, 
Thy years as num'rous as thy days ? 



MR. C. H. TO DOCTOR 



SlNCE you, dear Doctor, fav'd my life, 
To blefs* by turns, and plague my wife, 
In confcience I'm oblig'd to do 
Whatever is enjoin'd by you. 
According, then, to your command, 
That I fhould fearch the wcftern land, 
For curious things of ev'ry kind, 
And fend you alt that I could find, 
J We nivag'd air, earth, feas y and caverns, 
Mr*, wonex, children, to*wns, and tavern* ; 
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And greater rarities can (how, 
Than Grelham's brotherhood e'er knew ; 
Which carrier Dick fhall bring you down, 
Next time his waggon comes from town. 

Firft, I've three drops of that fame fhow'r, 
Which Jove in Danae's lap did pour. 

From Carthage brought the fword I'll fend, 
Wherewith queen Dido made her end. 

The ftone whereby Goliah died, 
Which cures the htad-ach — well apply'd. 

A fnake-fkin, which you may believe 
The devil caft who tempted Eve. 

A fig-leaf apron ; 'tis the fame 
That Adam wore to hide his fhame; 
But now wants darning : — I've, befide, 
The blow by which poor Abel died. 

A whetftone, worn exceeding fmall, 
Time ufed to fharp his fcythe withal. 

The pigeon fluff 'd, which Noah fent, 
To tell him where the waters went. 

A ring I've got of Sampfon's hair, 
Which Delilah was wont to wear. 

St. Dunftan's tongs, as ttory mows, 
Which pinch'd the devil by the nofe. 

The foiock which Pen fpun, when UlyfTet 
Was wantoning among his miffes. 

The very (haft, as all may fee, 
Which Cupid fhot at Antony : 
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And, what beyond the reft I prize,. 
A glance of Cleopatra's eyes. 

Some drains of eloquence, that hung 
In Roman time on Tully's tongue, 
Which undifcovered ft ill had lain, 
But Cowper found them out again. 

Then I've, moft curious to be feen, 
A fcorpion's bite — to cure the fpleen. 

A cord, which, us'd with (kill, will prove 
A certain remedy for love. 

A root of that furprizing tree, 
Which brings back loft virginity. 

As Moore kills worms in ftomach bred, 
I've pills for maggots in the head : 
With the receipt too how to make them ; 
To you I leave the time to take them. 

I've got a ray of Phoebus' (hine, 
Found in the bottom of a mine. 

A powder rare, which, rightly ta'en, 
Will make old women young again. 

A lawyer's confeience, large and fair, 
Fit for a judge himfelf to wear. 
I've got a noftrum how to make 

An oath a will not take. 

In a thumb-phial, you (hall fee, 
Clofe cork'd, fome drops of henefty : 
Which after fearching kingdoms round, 
At laft ! were in a cottage found : 
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An antidote, if fuch there be, 
Againft the charms of flattery. 

I ha'nt colk&ed any care, 
Of that there's plenty ev'ry where : 
But after wond'rous labours fpent, 
I've got one grain of rich content. 

It is my wilh, it is my glory, 
To furnifh your nicknackatory. 
I only beg that when you mow 'em, 
You'll tell your friends to whom you owe 'em 5 
Which may your other patients teach 
To do, as has done, Yours, 

C. H. 



IMAGINARY HAPPINESS. 



^W HAT all men have, or feem to have in view, 
(And the fame thing by various ways purfue), 
The path to happinefs, my friend, difcern, 
And how to live by eafy precepts learn : 
Let warring chiefs enjoy their trifling aim, 
Their wreaths of laurel, and their blafts of fame ; 
Let noify litigants infeft the bar, 
And blunder into wealth by verbal war : 
Let the bold merchant, fir'd by hope of gain, 
^fy the raging terrors of tht mim\ 



\ 
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Let dull collegians o'er their fchoolmen pore, 

And more they're puzzling, ftill be puzzled more : 

Let ftatefman after fame and riches pant, 

And raifers, 'mid their heaps of plenty, want : 

While thefe thus toil, wifely do you employ 

Each hour of life, and ev'ry blifs enjoy. 

How foon are charms of youth and beauty gone ! 

Then make the prefcnt happy hour your own ; 

What life can give of happinefs you know, 

Diflblve in pleafure, and in rapture flow. 

Let circling goblets, filPd with fparkling juice, 

Which Gallic plains, or Tufcan hills produce, 

Swell thy rich veins, and banifh bufy care, 

And make you eager for the panting fair. 

Now to give new delight let Syrens fing, 

Now breathe tjie flutes, and ftrike the founding firing 5 

Swift, fwift the fleeting minutes hafte away, 

Thou'lt die to-morrow, therefore live to day. 

But when thou dy'ft, vain youth, a difF'rent fate 
Will then fucceed this trifling pomp of ftate : 
Then thou wilt know thou ne'er (hall ceafe to be % 
And blame, too late, voluptuous luxury : 
Then with regret this maxim thou'lt confefs, 
You'd been more happy > had you been fo lefi % 



S0*0+&*0++ m 
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ON 

A LADY 

MARRIED TO A PERSON UNDESERVING HER. 



SHENSTONE. 



X WAS always held, and ever will, 
By fage mankind, difcreeter 
T 'anticipate a lefler ill, 
Than undergo a greater. 

When mortals dread difeafes, pains, 
And languifhing conditions ; 

Who don't the lejfer ills fuftain 
Of phyfic and phyficians ? 

With num'rous ills, in (ingle life, 

The bachelor's attended ; 
Which to avoid, he takes a wife— 

And much the cafe is mended. 

Thus Chloe, in her fortieth year, 

Fore-feeing future woe, 
Chofe to attend a monkey here, 

Before an ape below. 



*&*-O**-O~i*0'*<0^ 
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EPIGRAMS by Mr. BROWNE. 



IMPROMPTU 



ON SEEING A PICTURE OF MISS ROBINSOtf 
BT MR. HIGHMORE. 



1 WHOM no living beauty yet could warm, 
Am now enamour'd of an empty form. 



ON 

DR. YOUNG'S NIGHT THOUGHTS, 

ON LIFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY. 



HlS life is lifclefs, and his death (hall die, 
And mortal is his immortality. 



ON 

A POEM CALLED " SILENCE." 



vJN.Jt fence this ! — what next you write, 
Be chaos ! — Ralph has handled night *. 
• Night, a poem, by James Ralph, one of the heroes of tto \»&<ta&. 
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VERSES, 

WRITTEN ON A CARD, INCLOSED IN A WORKED LETTER- 
CASE, EMBROIDERED BY MRS. HAYLEY, AND SENT 
AS A PRESENT TO MISS SEWARD. 



BY MR. HAYLEY. 



vjO, graceful fymbols of poetic fire, 

That friendfhip's needle has with pleafure trac'd ; 

Go, thou embroider'd wreath, and mufe's lyre, 

A" gift to genius, from the hand of tafte. 

Thou filken volume, by Eliza wrought, 

When Seward's verfe is treafur'd in thy folds, 

Shield that bright charge ; — and may thy form be thought 

A cafket worthy of the gem it holds ! 



EPIGRAM 

ON MI83 VASSAL* 



IMPERIAL nymph ! ill-fuited is thy name 
To fpeak the wonders of that radiant frame ; 
Where'er thy fov'reign form on earth is feenj 
All eyes are vajfals—lhou alone a queen. 
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PROM 

THE LATIN OF DR. JOHNSON. 



WHEN fair Maria's foft pcrfuafive ftrain, 
Bids univerfal liberty to reign ; 
Oh ! how at variance are her lips and eyes ! 
For, while the charmer talks, the gazer dies. 



TRANSLATIONS FROM JULIAN. 

BT J. DUNCOMBE, M. A. 



THE EMPEROR JULIAN ON AN ORGAN. 



XvEEDS ftrike my wond'ring eyes, unknown before, 
Sprung from fome brazen foil, fome foreign more ; 
Fruitlefs our efforts, for in vain we blow, 
Till, from a cave of leather, winds below 
To hollow pipes harmonious powers impart ; 
Then, if fome mailer, in the Orphean art 
Experienced, touch the well-according keys, 
Inftant they warble, and refponfive pleafe. 
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ON BARLEY-WINE. 



\\ilO, who art thou ? thy name, thy birth declare ; 
Thou art no Bacchus, I by Bacchus fwear : 
Jove's fon alone I know ; I know not thee ; 
Thou fmelTft like goats ; but fweet as neftar he. 
In Gallia, thirfty Gallia, thou wert born, 
Scanty of grapes, but prodigal of corn. 
Bromus, not Bromius, ftyl'd, thy brows with corn, 
As fprung from Ceres, not from Jove, adorn. 



ON 

A FAT GENTLEMAN OF OXFORD. 



"WHEN T walks the Greets, the paviours cry 

" God blefs you, Sir !" and by their rammers by. 



4^»t^«^»*0*«<©% 
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ON 
A CANTAB, 

REMARKABLE FOR BIS CORPULENCE, AND CONSTANT 
ATTENDANCE AT CHAPEL. 



1 HAT the (tones of our chapel are all black and white, 
Is a fall mod undoubtedly true ; 

But fince J walks over them morning and night, 

'Tis a wonder they're not black and blue. 



EPIGRAM 

OCCASIONED BT THE DEATH OF 

MR. FOOTE. 



OATIRE and Irony, no more, 
Shall forth their arrows moot — 

Ev'n Wit muft fall — the reafon's plain- 
Becaufe (he has no— Foote. 



•^»«^»*^>t^»«^» 
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SANG FROID. 



MYRTLE unfheath'd his mining blade; 

And fix'd its point againft bis bread : 
Then gaz'd upon the wond'ring maid, 

And thus his dire refolve exprefs'd. 

" Since, cruel fair, with cold difdain, 
" You ftill return my raging love, 

,c Thought is but madnefs, life but pain : 
" And thus — at once — I both remove." 

" O Hay one moment I'*— Chloe faid, 
And trembling hafted to the door : 

" Here, Betty ! — quick :— a pail, dear maid !- 
" This madman elfc will ftain the floor." 



ON 

AN ENVIOUS CRITIC. 



.DRITAIN reads, loves, and praifes what I write ; 
My works are fold, and, I have heard, delight : 
Lo ! Maciltnte grows pale when they are read, 
Then reddens, flares, yawns, frowns, and (hakes his head: 
This I would have ; this fets my heart at eafe ; 
For all he envies, I am certain pleaje. 
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FROM MARTIAL. 



W E know not why you thus indite, 
And to fo many nymphs will write :. 
This we all know is very true, 
No nymph will write a line to you. 



TO 

CHLOE'S LOOKING-GLASS. 



JL/EAR mirror, tell me by what art 
You bear her image, yet are whole; 

When the fame image breaks my heart. 
And fubtly pierces to my/ouL 



ON 

CHLOE'S PICTURE. 



-H-ER face, her mien, are drawn exaftly forth j 
What lines or colours can exprcfs her worth ? 
So from the rote's (hade we view a rofe, 
But all the fragrant dewy odour lofe. M 

I 
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TO 

A LADY 

WHO AFFECTED CRUELTY, AND THE LOVE OF A 
LONG COURTSHIP. 



I 



-DEAR Chloe, with your fcornful eyes, 
You will not even conquer fools ; 

For now all men are grown too wife, 
To follow dull romantic rules. 

When firft the blooming charms unfold, 
*Tis then the proper time for courting ; 

Who'd take a fond coquette, when old, 
When girls are now fo fond at fourteen ? 



VERSES 

BY DR. WALCOT. 



AH ! tell me no more, my dear girl, with a figh, 

That a coldnefs will creep o'er my heart ; 
'That a. fallen indifference w\l\ fareYL on m^ ^> 
When thy beauty begins to 4epaxt% 
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Shall thy graces, O Cynthia, that gladden my day, 

And brighten the gloom of the night, 
'Till life be extinguifh'd, from memory ftray, 

Which it ought to review with delight ? 

Upbraiding, (hall Gratitude fay, with a tear, 
(( That no longer I think of thefe charms, 

" Which gave to my bofom fuch raptute fincere, 
€S And faded, at length, in my arms ?" 

Why yes ; it may happen, thou damfel divine ; 

To be honeft, I freely declare, 
That e'en now to thy converfe fo much I incline, 

I've already forgot thou art/i/V. 



VERSES, 

BT MRS. PIOZZI. 



W HEN lurking love in anguifh lies 
Under friendmip's fair difguife, 
When he wears an angry mien, 
Imitating fpite or fpleen ; 
When, like forrow, he feduces, 
When, like pleafure, he amufes ; 
Still howc'er the parts are caft, 
-'Tu but /urtixg foe at laft. 



90 POETICAL FARRAGO* 



STANZAS, 

BY R. B. SHERIDAN, ESq. 



ASK'ST thou, " how long my love (hall flay, 

« When all that's new is paft ?" 
How long ? — ah ! Delia, can I fay 

How long my life will laft ? 
Dry be that tear — be hufh'd that figh j 
At leaft, I'll love thee 'till I die. 

And does that thought affeft thee too; 

The thought of Damon's death; 
That he who only lives for you, 

Muft yield his faithful breath ? 
Hufh'd be that figh — be dry that ..ear, 
Nor let us lofe our heaven here ! 



THE 

FOLLOWING IMPROMPTU, 

BY THE HON. THOMAS ERSKINE, 
WAS OCCASIONED BT HIS BEING MUCH INDISPOSED ONI 
EVENING AT LADY PAYNE'sJ WHO VERY KINDLY MADE 
HIM RETIRE, AND L*E DOWN ; HE SOON RETURNED 
WITH THE FOLLOWING LINES IN HIS HAND, WHICH 
HE PRESENTED TO HER LADYSHIP. 



1 IS t rue, I am ill, but 1 need tvot cosK^aasv % 
He never knew j>leafure y wVio wero V»rw Pa>iu ! 
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Joannes jacet his Mirandula— caetera norunt 
Et Tagus et Ganges— forfan et Antipodes. 

APPLY'D TO F. C. 

BY DEAN SWIFT. 



HERE Francis Ch s lies— Be civil ! 

The left God knows — perhaps the Devil. 



EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 



jTETER complains that God has giv'n 
To his poor babe a life too fhort : 

Confider, Peter, he's in heaven — 
'Tis good to have a friend at court. 



EPIGRAM. 

BT THE SAME. 



W HEN other fedies to the groves go down, 
Corinna ft ill, and Fulvia, ft ay in town ; 
Thofe ghofts of beauty ling* ring here itfi&e, 
And haunt the places where their honour Af&% 
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EPITAPH. 

BT THE SAME. 

\\ELL then, poor G— — lies under ground ! 

So there's an end of honeft Jack ; 
So little juftice here he found, 

'Tis ten to one he'll ne'er come back. 



ON THE 

TOASTS OF THE KIT-CAT CLUB. 

BT THE SAME. 



"WHENCE deathlefs Kit-Cat took its name, 

Few critics can unriddle ; 
Some fay from paftry-cook it came, 

And fome from cat and fiddle. 

From no trim beau's its name it boafts, 

Grey ftatefmen, or green wits ; 
But from this pell-mell pack of toafts, 

Of old cats and young kits* 



<l»«*»«0*<?»tfeV?t 



POETICAL FARRAGO. 93 



TO 
A LADY 

WITH THE TEMPLE OF FAME. 



BT THE SAME. 



\\ HAT'S fame with men, by cuftom of the nation, 
Is calPd in women only reputation ; 
About them both why make we fuch a pother ? 
Part you with one, and I'll renounce the other. 



ON 

THE LATE AMERICAN WAR. 



UPON a trefle, pig was laid, 

And a fad fquealing fure it made. 

Kill-pig flood by with knife and fteel : 

« Lie quiet, can't you ? why d'ye fqueal ? 

*' Have not I fed you with my peafe ? 

" And now for trifles fuch as thefe 

« Will you rebel ? — Brimful of victual, 

« Won't you be kill'd and cur'd a little V 9 

To whom thus piggy in reply : 

« Think'ft thou that I mail quiet lie ? 

« And that for peafe my life I'll barter \—" 

" Then, piggy, you rnuft (hew your cYiattfct \ 
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t( Shew you're exempted more than others, 

cc Elfe go to pot, like all your brothers. — 

« Help, neighbours, help ! this pig's too ftrong ; 

" I fear I cannot hold him long. 

« Help, neighbours ! I can't keep him under : 

" Where are you all ! fee by your blunder, 

« He's burft his cords I a brute uncivil, 

" He's gone ! — I'll after— to the devil I" 



VERSES 

ON MISS FARREN'S ACTING IN DUBLIN FOR THE BENEFIT 
OF PERSONS CONFINED FOR SMALL DEBTS. 



BT SIR HERCULES LANGRISHE, BART. 



1 HE lovely Farren's tender breaft, 
Glowing with generous fympathy, 

Afpires to comfort the oppreft, 
And bid captivity be free. 

Yet ftill her kind exertions fail ; 

Her charms retraft the boon (he gave ; 
And whilft her magic breaks the jail, 

Her eyes make every man a flave* 



teM^t********* 
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BY DR. GLYNN, M. D. 

FELLOW OF KING'S COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE, 



A EAZE me no more, nor think I care, 
Tho' monarchs bow at Kitty's ftirine, 

Or powder'd coxcombs woo the fair, 
Since Kitty is no longer mine* 

Indiff 'rent 'tis alike to me, 
If my favourite dove be ftole, 

Whether its dainty feathers be 
Pluck'd by the eagle or the owl. 

If not for me its blufhing lips 
The rofe bud opens, what care I 

Who the od'rous liquid fips, 
The king of bees or butterfly ? 

Like me, the Indians of Peru, 
Rich in mines of golden ore ; 

Dejedted fee the merchant's crew 
Tranfport it to a foreign (hore» 

Seeks the flave defpoil'd to know,' 

Whether his gold, in fhape of lace, 
Shine on the coat of birth-day beau, 
, Or wear the &amp of George's fact I 
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MARTIAL, 

BOOK VI. EPIGRAM I5. 



A DROP of amber, from a poplar plant) 
Fell, unexpected, and embalm'd an ant : 
The little infect we fo much contemn, 
Is from a worthlefs ant become a gem* 



UPON 

A LADY, 

•WHO SAID, " SHE LOV'd TO SURPRIZE." 



W ITH meagre face, and black forbidding eyes, 

With cloudy majefty, Aledlo cries, 

Oh ! what a pleafure 'tis to give furprize ! 

Since you, Aletto, to furprize delight, 

Shew in the world the moft furprizing fight, 

Yourfelf good-huraor'd, morning, noon, and night. 



UUT one bright eye young Aeon's face adorns. 
For one bright eye fair Leonilla mourns. 
To her, kind youth, thy fingle orb refign, 
To make her perfect, and thyfelf divine : 
Then would. kind heav'n the haooy change allow, 
She would fair Venus be, \AinA. C\x\fv\ taro* 
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ADVICE TO A LITTLE GIRL, 

THE AUTHOR'S DAUGHTER, 

ON HER BEING HONOURED WITH INSTRUCTIONS IN 
CUTTING OUT PAPER BY MRS. DELANY. 



Vv ITH that benevolence which condefcendi 
T'impart its knowledge to the human heart, 

O'er thee, my child, the good Delany bends, 
Directs thy fciflars, and reveals her art. 

Ah ! feize the happy moment ! — (he can fhow 
The mazy path myfterious Nature treads, 

Can fteal her varied grace, her varied glow, 
And all the changeful beauties that flie fpreads. 

Then, mark thy kind inftru&refs, watch her hand, 
Her judgment, her inspiring touch attain ; 

Thy fciflars make, like hers, a magic wand !— 
Too much I fear thy efforts will be vain* 

Failing in this, my child, forbear the flrife; 

Another path to fame by her is (hewn ; 
Try, by the pattern of her honour'd life, 

With equal virtue to cut out thine own* 



H 
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ON 
A YOUNG LADY, 

WHO ADMIRABLY SUPPORTED THE CHARACTER OF A 
JUDGE AT A MASQUERADE. 



X HAT law's a dull laborious things 

All people readily allow ; 
To love it few their minds can bring ; 

To me, it ne'er had charms 'till now. 

But when the judge's look and mien 
So well the fprightly Thais, hit, 

Quite chang'd was then this ftudy feen> 
For each man wifh'd to follow it* 

Had Montefquieu but heard this maid 
Decide fo fmartly every caufe, 

He'd not have fcrupled to have faid, 
« She fpeaks the fpirit of the laws." 



VENUS MISTAKEN. 

PRIOR. 



^WHEN Chloe's picture was to Venus mown, 
Surpriz'd, the Goddefs took it for her own ; 
r And, what," /aid (he, " does this bold painter mean? 
When was I bathing thus, and n&fc& feswY* 
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Fleas'd Cupid heard, and check'd his mother's pride : 
u And who's blind now, Mama ?" the urchin cry'd : 
" 'Tis Chloe's eye, and cheek, and lip, and breait j 
« Friend Howard's genius fancy'd all the reft." 



PALLAS AND VENUS. 

BY THE SAME. 



THE Trojan fwain had judg'd the great difpute. 

And beauty's pow'r obtain'd the golden fruit j 

When Venus, loofe in all her naked charms, 

Met Jove's great daughter clad in mining arms 

From head to foot ; and tauntingly fhe faid, 

" Yield, fifter ; rival, yield ; naked, you fee 

u I vanquifh : guefs how potent I fkould be, 

u If to the field I came in armour dreft, 

" Dreadful, like thine, ray (hield, and terrible my creft/* 

The warrior goddefs, with difdain, reply 'd— 

" Thy folly, child, is equal to thy pride : 

u Let a brave enemy, for once, advife, 

" And Venus, if 'tis poffible, be wife. 

« Thou, to be ftrong, muft put off every dreft ; 

u Thy only armour is thy nakednefs : 

u And more than once (or thou art much bely'd) 

" By Mar* himfelf that armour has bwxi *xf &i % 



'TQXY^OS^V 



tJ 
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TO CHLOE WEEPING. 

BT THE SAME. 



&EE, while you weep, fair Chloe, fee 
The world in fympathy with thee : 
The cheerful birds no longer fing, 
Each droops his head, and hangs his wing ; 
The clouds have bent their bofom lower, 
And died their forrows in a (hower ; 
The brooks beyond their limits flow, 
And louder murmurs fpeak their woe ; 
The nymphs and fwains adopt thy cares, 
They heave thy fighs, and weep thy tears 2 
Fantaftic nymph I that grief mould move, 
Thy heart obdurate againft love. 
Strange tears ! whofe power can foften all 
Bofoms, but that on which they fall* 



BY THE SAME. 



JL HE merchant, to fecure his treafure, 

Conveys it in a borrow'd name : 
Eupbelia ferns to grace my mea&He \ 
But CAloe is my real frame* 
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By fofteft verfe, my darling lyre 

Upon Euphclia's toilet lay, 
When Chloe noted her deiire 

That I ihould fing, that I fliould play. 

My lyre I tune, my voice I raife, 
But with my numbers mix my fighs j 

And whilft I fung Euphelia's praife, 
I fix'd my foul on Chloe's eyes. 

Fair Chloe blufli'd — Euphelia frown'd — 
I fung, and gaz'd — I play'd and trembled— 

And Venus to the Loves around . 

Remarked how ill we all diflembled. 



THE KISS. 



HE LINDA, fee, from yonder flow'rs, 
The bee flies loaded to its cell ; 

Can you perceive what it devours ? 
Are they impair'd in fhow or fmell ? 

So, tho' I robb'd you of a kifs, 

Sweeter than their ambroiial dew, 
Why are you angry at my blifs ? 

Has it at all irrrpoverifri'd ycu I 
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'Tis by this cunning I contrive, 
In fpite of your unkind referve, 

To keep my famifti'd love alive, 
Which you inhumanly would ftarve. 



EPIGRAM. 



LAWYERS all caftt plead ; but thrive 
Moft by the dative and the ablative. 



FROM CALLIMACliUS. 

ON BERENICE, THE WIFE OF PTOLEMT, 



FOUR are the Graces, with the former three, 

Another lately has obtain'd a place : 
In all things bleil, bright Berenice, thee, 

Without whofe charms the Graces have no grace* 



-^^^v^^nV^ 
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MARTIAL. 

EPIGRAM xii. LIB. 8. 



Y OU afk why I refufe to wed, 
Good friend, a very wealthy maid ; 
Becaufe to my own wife, d'ye fee, 
On no account I'd married be : 
For fure, unlefs inferior is the fair, 
The wife and hufband never equal are. 



EPIGRAM 

ON 
, PETER THE GREAT, CZAR OF MUSCOVY. 

-j 

BY WILLIAM DUNCOMBE, ES<^» 

/ 

T 'ADORN with arts a rough barbarian race, 
And polifh them with every manly grace ; 
To chace the ftiades of ignorance profound, 
And fpread the beams of knowledge all around ; 
To brighten and exalt the human foul, 
And (till confult the welfare of the whole ; 
If thefe be a&s more worthy, of applaufe, 
Than, with wild havoc, in ambition's caufc 
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. — — — ^— — — — — ■ 

To conquer kingdoms, to lay wafte and bum, 
And peaceful ftates with reftlefs rage o'erturn : 
The Ruffian's czar with greater glory reign'd, 
Than was by Philip's fon, or Caefar gain'd. 



EQUALITY. 



QlJOTH Thomas to William, « That numjkull 

bcholdl 
" How he lolls in his chariot embellifh'd with gold ! 
" With his fleek courtly (laves, in rich liv'ries behind ; 
" Ten thoufand a year, with fo fenfelefs a mind ! 
" How unequal the Deity things doth difpenfe ! 
« Such wealth to a wretch without feeling or fenfe ! 
€€ Hold, Thomas," faid William, " too faft you proceed, 
(s You take but one fide of the queftion, indeed. 
" Suppofe me of power to fay to yourfelf, 
" Here, prefto, Sir Murmurer, change with that elf : 
", Give to him, what I gave you, refinement of foul, 
" Senfe> feeling, difcernment, wit, tafte, quit the whole ! 
" In an inftant, come, take his ten thoufands — vile pence; 
€t Be him — fuch a dolt, without feeling or fenfe" 
« See, you hefitate, Tom,"— « Faith, Will, he reply'd, 
« I feel I am wrong — you have truth on your fide : 
« The Deity henceforth I'll thank and revere, 
« A mind is a balance for tlm&od* a Y^ar." 
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VERSES, 

WRITTEN AT MR. POPE'S HOtfSB AT TWICKENHAM, 
WHICH HE HAD LENT TO MRS. G— **— LL£. 



LORD L7TTILT0N. 



Go, Thames, and tell the bufy town, 

Not all its wealth and pride 
Could tempt me from the charms which crown 

That rural flow'ry fide. 

Thy flow'ry fide, where Pope has plac'd 

The Mufes' green retreat, 
With ev'ry fmile of nature grac'd, 

With ev'ry art complete. 

But now, fweet bard, thy heav'nly fong 

Enchants us here no more ; 
Their darling glory, loft too long, 

Thy once lovM fhades deplore. 

Yet ftill for beauteous G— — lie's fake, 

The mufes here remain ; 
G— lie, whofe eyes have power to make 

A Pope of ev'ry fwain. 
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TO 
MISS LUCY FORTESCUE, 

WITH HAMMOWD'S ELEGIES. 



BT THE SAME. 



ALL that of love can be exprefs'd 
In thefe foft numbers fee ; 

But, Lucy, would you know the reft, 
It muft be read in me* 



TO THE SAME, 

WITH A NEW WATCH. 



AWITH me while prefent, may thy lovely eyes 
Be never turn'd upon this golden toy : 

Think ev'ry pleafing hour too fwiftly flies, 
And meafure time by joy fucceeding joy* 

But when the cares that interrupt our blifs, 
To me not always will thy fight allow, 

Then oft with kind impatience look on this, 
Then ev'ry minute count— as I do now. 



POETICAL FARRAGO. IO7 

MAXIMS IN LOVE. 

BY TBI SAMS. 



I. 

rJoNE, without hope, e'er lov'd the brighteft fair, 
Bat love can hope, when reafon would defpair. 

II. 
The tender pair, whom mutual favours bind. 
Love keeps united, tho' by Alps disjoin'd : 
To paffion ill-return'd (hort bounds are fet— 
The lover that's forgotten will forget. 

III. 
Ye nymphs, be confident, that lover lies 
'Whofe tongue declares his love before his eyes. 

IV. 
A maid, onafk'd, may own a well-plac'd flame; 
Not loving firft, but loving ill's the fhame. 

V, 
Ye fair, whofe prudence, cautious of deceit, 
In praife too warmly given, fufpe&s a cheat, 
Without difguife a lover's flattery hear, . 
Love, when it flatters mod, is mod fincere. 

VI. 
Sweet are thofe pains which lovers long endure; 
lie is half cufd who wifhes for a cure* 
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Olf 
MRS. PENELOPE: 



A HE gentle Pen, with look demure. 
Awhile was thought a virgin pure : 

But Pen, as ancient poets fay, 
Undid by night the works of day. 



SHE who in fecret yields her heart, 
Again may claim it from her lover ; 

But (he who plays the trifler's part, 
Can ne'er her fquander'd fame recover. 

Then grant the boon for which I pray ! 

'Tis better lend than throw away* 



t a e 
JE NB SfAI QUOI. 



XES, I'm in love, I feel it now, 

And Caelia has undone me ; 
And yet I'll fwear I can't tdl how 
The pleafing pain fto\fc oil toe* 
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'Tis not her face which love creates, 

For there bo graces revel : 
'Tis not her fhape, for there the fates 

Have rather been uncivil, 

Tis not her air, for fure in that 

There's nothing more than common ; 

And all her fenfe is only chat, 
Like any other woman. 

Her voice, her touch might give th' alarm; 

'Twas both, perhaps, or neither ; 
In fhort, 'twas that provoking charm 

Of Cadia altogether. 



TO 

LADY HERVEY? 



YROM THI PR1NCH OF M. DK VOLTAIRE. 



HERVEY, would you know the paffion 
You have kindled in my breaft ; 

Trifling is the inclination, 
That by worth can be exptefs'd* 
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In my filence fee the lover, 

True love is by filence known; 

In my eyes you'll beft difcover 
All the power of your own. 



ON 

LORD COBHAM'S GARDENS*. 

COTTON. 



IT puzzles much the fages' brains,* 
Where Eden ftood of yore; 

Some place it in Arabia's plains ; 
Some fay it is no more* 

But Cobham can thefe tales confute, 

As all the curious know, 
For he has prov'd beyond difpute, 

That Paradife is Stowe. 



THE VOW. 



O CLEAR that cruel doubting brow ! 

I'll call on mighty Jove 
To witnefs this eternal vow •>— 

'Tis you alone I loveA 
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" O leave the God to foft reDofe," 

(The failing maid replies) 
w For Jove but laughs at lovers' oaths, 

" And lovers' perjuries/' 

By honour'd Beauty's gentler pow'rj 

By Friendfliip's holy flame ; — 
t€ Ah ! what is beauty but a flow'r, 

ft What friend fhip but a name ?" 

By thofe dear tempting lips, I cried* 

With arch ambiguous look ; 
Convinc'd, my Chloe glanc'd afide, 

And bade me ki/s the book. 



W HEN Phoebus was am'rous, and long'd to be rude, 
Mifs Daphne cry'd, Pirn ! and ran fwift to the wood ; 
And rather than do fuch a naughty affair. 
She became a fine laurel to deck the God's hair. 
The nymph was, no doubt, of a cold conftitution, 
For fure to turn tree was an odd refolution ; 
Yet in this (he behav'd like a Coterie's fpoufe, 
As (he fled from his arms to diftinguijb his brows. 



«<^>*^*^>^»*^ 
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JVATE kifs'd her hulband, with thefc words- 
" What tranfports do I prove, 
While heav'n mine own fweet Will affords 
« To blefs his only love !" 

« Faith, I believe thee, Kate/' cry'd he, 

u For woman, good or ill, 
« Ne'er liv'd, who glory'd not to be 

« Miftrefs of her fweet Will." 



LINES, 

OCCASIONED BT THE INTENDED DEMOLITION OP FRIAR 
BACON'S STUDY IN OXFORD. 



R.OGER ! if with thy magic glafles 
Running, thou fee'ft below what paffes, 
As when on earth thou didft defcry 
With them the wonders of the fky— - 
Look down on yon devoted walls ! 
Oh ! fave them — ere thy ftudy falls ! 
Or to thy votaries quick impart 
The fecret of thy myftic art : 
Teach us, ere learning's quite forfaken, 
To honour thee, and fave our Bac<m+ 
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TO 

MR. DERRICK, 

UPON HIS RECALLING HIS ORDERS AGAINST DANCIN* 



MINUETS IN SACKS. 



BT DAVID GARRICK, ESq. 



LYCURGUS of Bath, 

Be not given to wrath, 
Thy rigours the fair fhould not feel : 

Still fix them your debtors, 

Make laws like your betters, 
As faft as you make them — repeal* 



MR. CUNNINGHAM. 



A THICK-TWISTED brake, in the time of a flora* 

Seem'd kindly to cover a fheep : 
So fnug, for a while, he lay (helter'd and warm, 

It quietly footh'd him afleep. 

The clouds are now fcatter'd, the winds are at peace 

The (heep to his pafture inclin'd ; 
Bur ah ! the fell thicket lays hold of his flfctct » 
His coat is left forfeit behind, 
I 
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My friend, who the thicket of law never try'd, 

Confider before you get in ; 
Tho' judgment and fentence be pafs'd on your fide, 

By Jove you'll be fleec'd to your &in # 



THE 

INVITATION. 



X O my beft my friends are free, 
Free with that, and free with me ; 
Free to pafs the comic joke, 
Or the tube fedately fmoke ; 
Free to think juft what they pleafe, 
As at home, and at their eafe ; 
Free to fpeak, as free to think, 
No informers with me drink; 
Free to ftay a night or two, 
When uneafy, free to go. 



LINES 

ADDRESSED TO MR. POPE. 



JL HE raven, rook, and pert jackdaw, 

(Tho' neither birds of moral kind) 
Yet knty if hang'd, ot ftwS'A. Vwk&w^ 
To ihcw us which, way Yfamt ^ VvsA* 
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' \ ' " ' 

Thus, dirty knaves, or chatt'ring fools, 

Strang up by dozens in thy lay, 
Teach more by half than Dennis* rules> 

And point inftru&ion ev'ry way. 

With Egypt's art thy pen may ftrive ; 

One potent drop let this but ftied, 
And ev'ry rogue that flunk alive, 

Becomes a precious mummy dead. 



TO THE SAME. 



AWHILE malice, Pope, denies thy page 

Its own celeftial fire ; 
While critics, and while bards in rage 

Admiring^ won't admire; 

While wayward pens thy worth aflail, 

And envious tongues decry ; 
Thefe times tho' many a friend bewail, 

Thefe times bewail not I. 

But when the world's loud praife is thine, 

And fpleen no more (hall blame, 
When with thy Homer thou (halt ftvinc 
la one cfabliih'd fame : 
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Then none fhall rail, and ev'ry lay 
Devote a wreath to thee ; 

That day (for come it will) that day 
Shall I lament to fee* 



ON 

MR. GARRICK'S PICTURE 

HUNG NEAR A BUST OP SHAKESPEAR. 



JL HE foul's chief virtues are in fymbols fhown, 
By wifdom's bird is fage Minerva known ; 
Idalian turtles fpeak love's gentle fire, 
The Mufe is mark'd by Phoebus' golden lyre. 

jfrt may exprefs yon venerable buft, 
And from each feature to refemblance juft ; 
But nature pleas'd — with choiceft tints defign'd, 
Thee, happy fymbol of her Shakefpear's mind. 



VV HEN laureats make odes, do you afk of what fort ? 

Do you afk if they're good, or are evil ? 
You may judge — from the Devil * they came to the 
court, 
And go from the court to the Devil. 

* The Devil TOvern to Fleet-ftreet, vjYi«c^tfco^%>&^xa\«.'^R»i , «^ 
before they were performed at court. 
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TO 

MR. TIBBALD, 

WHO, ONCE A WEEK, Oil FORTNIGHT, USED TO PRINT IN 
MIST'S JOURNAL A SINGLE REMARK OR POOR CONJEC- 
TURE ON SOME WORD OR POINTING OF SHAKESPEAR. 



JL IS gen'rous, Tibbald, in thee and thy brothers, 
To help us thus to read the works of others : 
Never for this can juft returns be ihown ; 
For who will help us ere to read thy own ? 



VERSES 

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW IN THE HIGHLANDS 
OF SCOTLAND. 



BY AARON HILL. 



SCOTLAND ! thy weather's like a moduli wife I 
Thy winds and rains for ever are at ftrife : 
So, termagant, awhile, her thunder tries, 
And when the can no longer fcold — (he cries* 



*&*•&%-*>*&+&% 
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THE 

AMOROUS SCRUTINY. 

BT THE SAME* 



IF 'tis not lwe> what is it, that I feci ? 

If 'ti«, he's far more mighty than he's blind! 
Whofe tickling wounds no fufPrers wifh to heal ; 

Who pains each bread he ftrikes, in different kin 

If good the caufe, why die effect fo ill ? 

And why do I thus torn with grief remain ? 
If bad, fuch torments mould not cure, but kill ! 

"Whence, then, proceeds the fweetnefs of my pain ? 

If I confent to burn, why do I grieve ? 

And if I don't, ah ! what avail my tears ! 
Oh ! life in death, how I my will deceive ! 

And wafte my blooming hope with emoty fears I 

Who can define the odd effects of love f 
'Midft ftormy tempefts in a leaky boat, 

No rudder left, no compafs, right to move, 
Tofs'd to and fro, unknowingly, I float. 

j* Scarce can I tell how I would wifh to be ! 

While rich in health, I pine, and long to die ! 
In view of death, I ftruggle to be free, 
I freeze in fummer, and in Vmtw fy. 
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TO 

A LADY, 

WHO LOVED ANGLING, FROM A HINT OUT OF DR. DONNE* 



BT THE SAME. 



SOME, by the bending reed's flow aid, 
May boaft th' unwary fifti betray'd : 
Others may finny (hoals befet, 
And fweep 'em with the treach'rous net :- 

But, why fhould Sylvia ufe deceit, 
Who is, herfelf, her own beft bait ? 
Step but, undrefs'd, within the brook, 
And fmile at every needlefs hook, j 

Each willing fifti will round thee fwim, 
Gladder to catch thee, than thou him. 
Or, if one filh, uncaught, goes by, 
That fifh is wifer far than I» 



JOSTLING IN SNOWY WEATHER. 

BY THE SAME. 



-T ORGIVE me, Chloris, nor my rudenefs blame, 
Strange as it is this froft has bred aflame ! 
Driv'n from your bread,. I glow with new Atfat* 
And melt like draggling (now that falls OIX &fc. 
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Had you been black, you might have fhunn'd this 

blow; 
For diff 'rent colours would each other fhow ; 
But, oh ! you're fair, and cold, and foft, and every 

way like fnow. 



BY THE SAME. 



\X HILST empty coxcombs blaft a woman's fame, 
In every ftate, and every age, the fame : 
With their own folly pleas'd, each fair they toaft, 
And where they leaft are happy, fwear they're moft ; 
No cliff rence marking 'twixt the gay and lewd, 
• But dreaming all who fly would be purfued : 
While thus* they vainly think, and vainly live, 
Loft to that reverence, love's foft leffons give ; 
I^et this great maxim be my paflion's guide ; \ 

May I ne'er hope where I am ne'er deny'd, \ 

Nor gain a woman willing to be tr/d. j 



k0*O*0\*O*<O* 
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i safe 



HONEST TOM TAR'S PRAYER. 

BY THE SAME. 



HONEST Tom Tar, of unpacific fift, 
Plunder'd by Dons, he muft not dare refift ; 
Longing, unlicens'd, to revenge his fmart, 
Curs'd them in valiant bitternefs of heart. 

€S God grant us grace," he cry'd, <S old debts to pay, 
" And give thefe rogues their own another day ! 
" God teach Jack Spaniard cowardice and flight, 
* And teach Old England, in exchange, to fight." 

Kind heaven, with pity, heard the brave bold 
fellow, 
Gave his curfe force — and Spain his Farinello. 



VERSES 

IINT TO A LADY WITH A POCKET LOOKING-GLASS. 



BY THE SAME. 



DEE, my foul's ferene invader! 

See the face I firft ador'd ! 
Heaven for Jove and pity made het, 
And with angels graces ftor'd. 
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Mark her forehead's aweful riling, 
See her foul-fubduing eyes ! 

Every look, and air furprizing ; 
Modeft, lively, foft, and wife. 

Next to you, I own, I love her ; 

But your fweet, difceming eye 
Muft not, now, be jealous of her : 

She's ne'er feen y but you are by. 



LINES 

WRITTEN ON A BLANK LEAF OF ALZIRA, WHEN GIVEN TO 
HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE PRINCE OF WALES. 



BY THE SAME. 



vtO, Mufe ! nor vainly mourn Britannia ftray'd, 
In fadlion roughning, or diffolv'd in trade ; 
Taftelefs of letters, yet to fame inclin'd, 
Bufily *vie<wlefs 9 and profoundly blind : ' 

Go, to thy country's hope, invoke his care ; 
Watch, if he fmiles, and, then, fufpend defpair; 
Blefs his protective hand, that calls our art, 
And hail his empire o'er a people's heart. 



«^«^>*^v©*vo* 
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ON 
TWO LOVELY AND LOVING SISTERS. 

BY THE SAME, 



W^ HEN equal charms in different colours drefs'd, 
Have two fweet fillers rival perfons blefs'd ; 
How kind is heaven their minds with love to ftrike, 
And teach 'em both to look, and think alike. 



TO CELIA, 

WITH A RETURN'D TRAGEDY. 



BV THE SAME. 



TAKE, O Celia ! mufe divine! 

Take again the tragic tale : 
Wit, fo light, if weigh'd with thine, 

Mounts like feathers from thy fcale. 

Yet 'twere wife, O foul of verfe! 

Soft to fmile upon his flight : 
JHazing tapers fcarce would pierce, 

Were there no fuch thing as night. 
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Di'monds would be lefs admir'd, 
Were not brittle cryftal known ; 

And by poets poorly fir'd, 
Our rich Celia's wealth is fhown. 

But, alas ! I ftrive in vain, 
Worth, above me, to difplay : 

Sunk beneath thy dreamy ftrain ; 
Like a glow-worm loft in day. 



BY THE SAME. 



LETTERS, from abfent friends, extinguifh fear, 
Unite divifion, and draw diftance near ; 
Their magic force each filent wifli conveys, 
And wafts embody'd thought a thoufand ways. 
Could fouls to bodies write, death's pow'r were mean, 
For minds could then meet minds with heav'n between. 



BY THE SAME. 



ORDER ! thou eye of action ! wanting thee, 
Wifdom work's hoodwink'd, in perplexity ; 
Entangled reafon trips at every ^ac*, 
And truth, bcfpotted, puts on tnoi?*&Rfc* 
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BY THE SAME. 



W^HIG and Tory fcratch and bite, 
Juft as hungry dogs, we fee : 

Tofs a bone 'twixt two, they fight, 
Throw a couple, they agree. 



BY THE SAME. 



WOMEN talk of love for fafliion, 

So they do of fpirits walking : 
But no more they feel the paflion, 

Than fee the ghoft of which they're talking. 



BY THE SAME. 



.H.AVE a care, gay, young, and wanton, 
Give no ground for love to plant on ; 
Guard againft the fair deceiver, 
See and hear, but don't believe her : 
Or, if nothing feems unjufter, 
Than to love and yet diftruft her ; 
On your Me to turn the laughter, 
Try her £r&, and truft her after. 
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BY THE SAME. 



AWHERE'ER the diamond's bufy point could pafs, 
See ! what deep wounds have piere'd the middle glafs ! 
While partial and untouching all the reft, 
Higheft and loweft panes mine unimprefs'd ; 
No wonder, this ! — For e'en in life 'tis fo, % 

High fortunes (land unreach'd — unfeen the low, ( 
But middle dates are marks for ev'ry blow* j 



BY THE SAME. 



W ERE women wife, their names on glafs* 

Like froth of empty fafhion, 
Would, to their lovers forrow, pafs 

For proofs of brittle paffion. 

Love mould, in fecret, like the fun, 
Burn, tho' a world mould (hade it ; 

But fhew its fource of heat to none> 
Except that God who made it. 



«#»«*»**■****»<<*» 
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EPITAPH 

UPON A MAN AND HIS WIFE. 



BT THE SAME. 



OTAY, bachelor! if you have wit I 

A wonder to behold ! 
Hufband and wife in one dark pit, 

Lie clofe and never fcold. 

Tread foftly tho' — for fear (he wakes ; 

Hark ! — (he begins already : — 
" You've hurt my head^ — my (houlder akes ; 

" Thefe fots can ne'er move fteady." 

Ah ! friend, with happy freedom bleft ; 

See, how my hope mifcarried ! 
Not death itfelf can give you reft, 

Unlefs you die unmarried. 



WOMAN'S RESOLUTION. 

BT THE SAME. 



UH !" cry'd Arfenia long in wedlock bleft, 
Her head reclining on her hufband's breaft, 
« Should death divide thee from thy doat\tv£ mfe* 
« What comfort could be found in widow' d^*^ 
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ts How the thought (hakes me ! — Heaven my Strephon 

" fave, 
*< Or give the loft Arfenia half his grave!" 

Jove heard the lovely mourner, and approv'd : 
« And mould not wives, like this/* faid he, " be lov'd ? 
" Take the foft forrower at her word, and try 
" How deeply rooted woman's vows can lie ?" 

'Twas faid, and done — the tender Strephon dy'd ; 
Arfenia two long months t' outlive him try V, 
But in the /£/></— alas ! became a bride. 



i 



BY THE SAME. 



WhISFRING clofe a maid, long courted, 

Thus, cry'd Drone, by touch tranfported ; 

" Prithee, tell me, gentle Dolly ! 

€i Is not loving long a folly ?" 

" Yes," faid fhe, with fmile reproving, 

« Loving long, and only loving." 
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LINES 

ON GIVING THE NAME OF GEORGIA TO A PART 
OF CAROLINA- 



BY THE SAME. 



^W HILE rip'ning flow, the future purpofe lay, 
And confcious filence plann'd the op'ning way ; 
Kind, o'er the riling fcheme, an angel hung, 
And dropt this counfel from his guardian tongue : 

Willi you this way the royal pair inclin'd ? 
To Carolina be a Georgia join'd — 
Then (hall both colonies fure progrefs make, 
Endear'd to either for the other's fake : 
Georgia (hall Carolina's favour movey. 
And Carolina bloom by George's love- 



THE SNUFFERS. 

BY THE SAME. 



DESPIS'D, and worthlefs, tho' I feem to be, 
Yon new-top'd flames owe their bright light to me* 
Tho' fcorn'd — you fee, I can do fervice ftill ; 
Some good lies hid in every feeming ill; 
And hence, let fortune's fav'rites learn to know, 
That virtue 's virtue,: tho' in rags it go. 

K. 
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LINES 

TO LORD BOLINGBROKE, WRITTEN UPON THE BLANK LEAF 
OF A POEM SENT HIM BY THE AUTHOR. 



BY THE SAME* 



VrO, thought's loft child, born dark beneath wit's pole, 
Seek the ray'd tradl, to tafte's departed foul : 
Awfully confeious dare the depths invade, 
Where filent St. John funs his penfive (hade ; 
There if he fmile — 'tis whole mankind's afTent ; 
Scorn the Ihort world thou leav'ft, and die content. 



ON A BEE 

THAT WAS SWALLOWED BY A LADY IN A GLASS OF WINE. 



BY THE SAME. 



PRETTY, loft, advent'rous bee ! 

How pitiful thy cafe ! 
A world of wealth was offer'd thee, 
But an>* rice would not let thee fee 

The charms in Cdia's foct. 
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Keenly ey'd with lover's care, 

Thou had'ft not loft her kifs! 
But halting at her lips for more, 
Supply'd thyfelf with honey'd (lore, 
From magazines of blifs. 



AN EPIGRAM, 

OCCASION XB BY SOME VEBSES ON A MONUMENT 
IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 



BT THE SAME. 



HOW loft this pomp of verfe ! how vain the hope- 
That thought can dwell on Craigs, in view of Pope ! 
When upon Rubicon's fam'd bank is fliewn 
Caefar's prefs'd foot on the remember'd ftone ; 
No traveller once afks the quarry's name, 
Whence the coarfe grit, by chance diftinguifli'd came ; 
But thinks with reverence, here great Julius trod, 
And hails the foptfteps, of a Roman God* 
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THE 
LOVER'S DEGREE OF COMPARISON* 

BY THE SAME* 



XlAPPY the man, who does Cclinda view, 
More happy he who fees, and loves her too ; 
Mod happy, Aire I of all mankind is he, 
Who, loving her, beloved by her fhall be* 



ON 

A LADY, 

PREACHED INTO THE CHOLIC BV ONE OF HER LOVERS. 



BY THE SAME. 



13 ELLON A, the fierce, who held man in difdain, 
And defpis'd her own /ex, to whom love could give 

pain ; 
Went to chufch, in defiance, and met with her fate, 
From a pulpited Cupid, who there lay in wait : 
But her head was fo arm'd, and fo hard was her heart, 
That his arrows rebounded in fcorn of his art ; 
Then, with voice of revenge, he exalted his pipes, 
of in fpleen. at her .belly , an& gwtVet >fo& <gcv^ 
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c * Thus I wound her," cry'd he, " in a whimfical 

" place, 
u 'Caufe me covers kind wifhes with haughty grimace. 
" Let her now twift and fcrew— 'twill but faften the 

" dart; 
u She has love in her bowels, but hate in her heart.'* 



TO 

<A LADY, 

WITH A BOOK RETURN'D, CALL'D THE INTELLIGENCER. 



BY THE SAME. 



I'VE kept your Intelligencer, Madam, fo long, 
That I hardly dare hope you'll forgive me the wrong. 
Had you been but a man, no excufe I had writ, 
For we're feldom fevere to the faults we commit; 
But intelligence kept, the kind ladies muft gall, 
Who no fooner receive it than part with it all. 



TO MRS. T- 



BY THE SAME. 



'WHERE, in this land ( Alzira cry'd) 

Shall Indian virtues reft ? 
Who will be here the ftranger's guide> 
And had her to be bleft ? 
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Seek, faid the whifp'ring Mufe, fome fair, 
Of England's beauteous race ; 

Who does herfelf thofe virtues fhare, 
Which mod Alzira graces 

One, who has tafte, as nobly ftrong, 

And charms, as foftly fweet, 
Will guard her lifter foul from wrong, 

While graces graces meet. 

I took the Mufe's kind advice, 
Look'd round the fair and bright, 

And found Alzira, in a trice, 
Was matchlefs T— t's right. 



LINES 

WRITTEN ON A BLANK LEAE OF MEROPE, AND SENT TO 
MR. GARRICK BY THE AUTHOR. 



BY THE SAME. 



INTO your hands a dumb dead likenefs take, 
Whofe form you quicken'd, and whofe foul you make. 
Mine was a painted fire-— your piercing rays 
Sent lightning, and effulg'd it into blaze. 
Now, on a ftielf, fome filent nook impart 
To him you've loudly iodg'd on eVty heart* 
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BY THE SAME; 



V AINLY now ye drive to charm me, 
All ye fweets of blooming May; 

How can empty fun-mine warm me, 
While Lothario keeps away ? 

Go, ye warbling birds ! go, leave me ; 

Shade, ye clouds, the fmiling Jky : 
Sweeter notes her voice can give me, 

Softer fun-Jhine fills her tye m 



ON A MISER. 

BT THE SAME. 



1 F to be modeft, merits praife, 
And pride is own'd a fin, 

I'll now, O mifer ! tune my lays, 
And on thy 'worth begin. 

We by religion learn to know 

That vanity's a fault, 
And fhould avoid all public (hew 
Of fondly boatting ought. 
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Thou then art, Aire, 'bove others bleft, 

And haft more merit too ; 
Whofe worth lay Jilent in thy breaft, 

Where none its value knew ; 
•Till feiz'd by death, and laid to reft, 

Abroad thy bounties flew. 



to 

A LADY 

-who laugh's at dying in metaphor. 



BY THE SAME. 



xVND why, fair trifler, does that meaning eye, 
Smile, in contempt, when lovers fwear they die ? 
'Twixt death and love but one fmall difference lies, 
The foul, in both, from its left body flies : 
In death, 'tis gone, like fmoak, diflblv'd in air; 
Loft, in expanfe, the lofer knows not where ; 
In love, we trace it with fuch willing pain, 
"Twere to die twice to take it back again. 
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MODESTY, 

BY THE SAME. 



As lamps burn filent, with unconfcious light, 
So modeft eafe in beauty mines mbft bright 
Unaiming charms, with edge refiftlefs, fall, 
And (he, who means no mifchief, does it all* 



to . 
A LADY 

WHO SENT BACK THE TOP OF A SWEET-BRIAR BRANCH, 
AND RETAINED THE WORST END OF IT. 



BY THE SAME. 



\WHILE the way of the world is to keep all the beft, 
And then, in due form, oblige friends with the reft ; 
You, Madam, who would lend ev'n trifles a grace, 
Teach your meanings to borrow a fmile from your face; 
And polite, to your pain, when a prefent you fend, 
Give the thorn to yourfelf, and the rofe to your friend. 
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TO 

A LADY, 

WHO SENT THI AUTHOR HER GOOD WISHES. 



1 



BT THE SAME. 



SUPPOSE that the fan had a tongue, and (herald fay, 
May your journey be blefs'd with a very fine day : 
Then withdrawing his face flip afidc with his light, 
And furround me at once with the coldnefs of night ; 
What would Florimel fay to this trick of the fun ? 
I would fay, cry'd the charmer, 'twas cruelly done. 
Would you fo, anfwer'd I ?*-* have a care what you own, 
Who have wifti'd me all bleffings, yet gf anted me none. 



TO 

A LADY, 

WHO WAS EXPECTED, IN VAIN, ON A SUNDAY. 



BT THE SAME. 



X HAT the eye's pow'r could (hake the heart I knew ; 
Is there who doubts it ? let him look on you : 
And wit in woman's tongae was iK-'tt Co\md weak ; 
Witnefs their fuff'ring* wfco\vw\isax& Ys* *?k&* 
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r et, ftrong as woman's wit and charms are thoughts 

They've one ftrange influence, 'till this hour, untaught : 

lafely oppos'd to God's decrees they ftand, 

\nd fmile unhurt in face of heaven's command* 

Let this, faid God, a day of reft remain ; 

You came not—and it prov'd a day of pain. 



to 
A SILENT LADY. 

BT THE SAMS. 



CHARMERS, like you, are dumb, in vain, 
Their very filence fpeaks too plain : 
That fparkling eloquence of eyes 
Proclaims you lovely, gay, and wife ; 
While the mild meanings of your air, 
A foul as foft as evening flowers declare. 
Your ev'ry motion, arm'd with fpeaking grace, 
Tells fome new wonder, and affifts your face. 



tHE GNAT. 

BY THS SAME. 



WHILE in the Mall my Celia fhone, 
And drew th' adoring world to gaxfc \ 
A wanton gnat came buzzing on, 
To gambol in her blaze. 
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Enliven'd by her lucid beams, 

And urging blifs too nigh, 
Th' attractive beauty's pow'rful ftreams 

O'erwhelm'd him in her eye. 

The glowing orb, fwift catching fire, 
Now heat was mixt with light ; 

The wing, that durft fo high afpire, 
She rubb'd to duft in fpite : 

Meanwhile the clouded fight fhone dim ; 

Her fun, through mifts, appears ; 
Moift anguifti rofe above the brim, 

And flow'd away in tears. 

O gnat ! too happy, thus to die ! 

My Celia weeps thy fate ; 
She kills me ev'ry day — yet I 

No pity can create. 

Myfterious fex ! by cuftom led 

Mere trifles moft to prize ! 
O, truth, to turn a lover's head, 

They murder men, and weep — hi flies* 
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ON 
HEARING A VERY DULL SERMON. 

BT THE SAME. 



IF who would fpeak things well, muft make them 

clear, 
And fouls are touch'd moft ftrongly thro' the ear ; 
If none convince but they who firft perfuade, 
Thefe preaching quacks of heav'n raiftake their trade : 
Who cloak their brightnefs with a cloud of form, 
An6. freeze that fancy which they ought to warm* 



TO CELINDA, 

DESIRING HIM TO DESCRIBE HER* 



BT THS SAME. 



ALAS \ you know not what you bid me do>. 

He who Iwes well can ne'er diftinguifh too. 

To paint you juftly, a&s cool reafon — I 

Thro* paffion's faithlefs glafs mould look too high ; 

If when I trace you abfent, killing fair ! 

I catch the anguifti influence of defpair ; 

To fearch you near my foul could ne'er endure, 

Without diffolving quite in love's hot calenture* 
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THE 

MOTTO ON PUG'S COLLAR. 

BT THE SAMS. 



I 



1 AM no common earth-born Pug ; 

My name is Seraphil ; 
Once I was fair Liberia's filph, 

And am her fervant ftill. 



AN EPITAPH 

UPON A TALKATIVE LADY. 



BY THE SAME. 



JhlOW apt are men to lie : how dare they fay, 
When life is gone, all learning fleets away ; 
Since this glad grave holds Chloe fair and young, 
Who, where fhe is, firft learnt to hold her tongue. 
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MARTIAL, 

EPIGRAM Hi. LIB. 7. 
AD JOVEM CAPITOLINUM. 



B7 THE SAME. 



CjrREAT Capitolian Jove ! thou God, to whom 
Our Caefar owes that blifs he flieds on Rome ! 
While proftrate crowds thy daily bounty tire, 
And all thy bleffings for themfelves defire ; 
Accufe me not of pride, that I alone 
Put up no pray'r that can be call'd my own : 
For Caefar's wants, O Jove ! I fiie to thee, 
Caefar himfelf can grant what's fit for me. 



IMPROMPTU, 

ADDRESSED TO ELECTORS. 



GlVE me your vote,'* Sir Canvas cries, 
** And I'll take care your fon mall rife." 
The promife made, he quits the door, 
Nor thinks of boy or promife more. 
Meanwhile the youth, to learning bttij 
Gets lofty notions in his head ; 
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But when his patron he aflails, 
And finds each golden profpett fails ; 
To beg alham'd, to work untaught, 
He takes a purfe — is fairly caught, 
And foon rewarded with a halter, 
Thus proves the Knight his kind exalter. 

H- 



THE 

HONEST CONFESSION;. 



IT happen'd, in a healthful year, 
(Which made provifion very dear, 
And phyfic mighty cheap ;) 
A do&or, fore opprefs'd with want* 
On bufinefs turning out fo fcant, 
Was one day feen to weep. 

A neighbour alk'd him. why fo fed> 
And hop'd no dangerous illnefs had 

To any friend befel : 
« O lord ! you quite miftake the cafe I" 
(Quoth Blifter ;) " Sir, this rueful face 

tf Is-r-'caufe my friends are well," 
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ON 
SHAKESPEARE AND VOLTAIRE. 

BT MR. HOLCROFT. 



V/LAD in the wealthy robes his genius wrought, 
In happy dreams was gentle Shakefpeare laid ; 

His pleas 'd foul wandering thro* the realms of thought, 
While all his elves and fairies round him play'd. 

Voltaire approach'd ; ftraight fled the quaint-ey'd band, 
For envious breath fuch fprites may not endure ; 

He pilfer'd many a gem with trembling hand, 

Then ftabb'd, and ftabb'd, to make the theft fecure. 

Ungrateful man ! But vain thy black defign, 

Th* attempt, and not the deed, thy hand defil'd ; 

Preferv'd by his own charms, and fpells divine, 
Safely the gentle Shakefpeare flept, and fmiPd. 



EPIGRAM 

ON A LADY WHO SQUINTED. 



IF ancient poets Argus prize, 
Who boafted of a hundred eyes ; 
Sure greater praife to her is due 
Who looks a hundred ways with two* 

L 
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LINES 
WRITTEN IN THE COURT 07 KING'S BENCH. 



W/ HEN we've nothing to dread from the law's 

fterneft frowns, 
How we laugh at the barrifters wigs, bands, and gowns ! 
But no fooner we want them to fue or defend, 
Than their laughter begins, and our mirth's at an end. 



" POETS," fays Horace, " who expeft 
« Their verfes mould for ever live, 

u Nine years each poem muft negleft, 
« Ere they the final poliih give." 

This rule might fuit the Roman bard; 

But will not modern poets fmile, 
To think, if they the fale retard 

Nine years — how they muft live the while ? 

H — 



JlOW fitly join'd, the lawyer and his wife ! 
He moves at bar, and fcfc ix Viotsv^ the fttife. 
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THE LOYAL PAIR. 



I'LL lift for a foldier," fays Robin to Sue, 
*' To avoid thefc eternal difputes !" — 
" Aye, aye," cries the termagant, " do, Robin, do ! 
" I'll raife, the meanwhile, frefh recruits." 



ST. George, to fave a maid,, a dragon flew;, 
A gallant aclion, grant the thing were true. 
Some fay there are no dragons — nay, 'tis faid, 
There's no Su George I — Pray Heaven there be a maid ! 



xETER, turn'd bard, to pafs a quiet life, 
Praifes the virtue of his handfome wife : 
Araaz'd, to find (he treats him ftill with fcorns, 
In feeling for his wreath, he finds his horns. 



SAYS Giles, " My wife and I are two ; 

" Yet, faith! I know not why, Sir!" 
Quoth Jack, " You're ten, if I fpeak true ; 

" She's one, and you're a cypher." 
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ROCHESTER'S GRACE 

AT A MISIR*S TABLI. 



1 HANKS for this miracle ! It is no lefs 
Than manna dropping in the wildernefs. 
Chimnies have fmok'd that never fmok'd before, 
And we have din'd where we mall dine no more. 



AS Foote, who had always fome fmart thing to fayi 
Was jefting, and punning, one night, at the play ; 
An a&refs, with neither voice, feeling, nor air, 
In figure refembling a huge Flanders mare, 
Appear'd on the ftage! — " Pr'ythee whom have we 

« here ?" 
Cries out the droll wag, to a friend who fat near, 
« Mrs. Reddiih, you mean ?" — He replies, with a nod, 
And a look full of archnefs— « Horfe-Raddiih, by God!'* 



THE 

AUGUSTAN AGE. 



-T OR twice nine cent'ries why has partial fame, 
O'er worthier Romans fwell'd Auguftus' name ? 
O'er Julius nobler, and of greatet m\nd, 
O'er Titus felf, that darling oS rariusA.\ 
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What, but the mufe, this lafting difference made ? 
Pleas'd poets lent the world's great lord their aid ; 
And, from their grateful verfe, confent firft grew, 
That he, who raised the vrta—Jurpafs'd them too. 



THE 

COMPARISON. 



1HE fun now clear, ferene the azure fky, 
See, where you go, your conftant Jbadow fly ; 
A cloud fucceeds, the fun- mine now is o'er, 
The fleeting phantom fled is feen no more ; 
With your bright day, behold its progrefs end ; 
This is, vain man, the picture of your friend ! 



EPIGRAM. 



TWO Peters, one a faint, and one a firmer, 
Ador'd his Saviour that, and this his dinner : 
In life an epicure, in name a prieft, 
His hell no wine, his heav'n a ven'fon feaft : 
But here the world a woeful proof may view, 
How falfe religion works beyond the true ; 
'Ere thrice the crowing cock his notes had tty'&* 
Theya/x/no Jefs than thrice his lord dwiy'd •» 
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i. . . , _ 

The Jinner, faithful to his god of wine, 

Forfakes not fo his more frequented fhrine ; 

Tho* thrice the midnight cock repeats his warning, 

And. thrice the watchman's voice proclaims the morning* 



W HILE the good prieft, with eyes devoutly clos'd, 

Left on the book the marriage fee expos'd ; 

The new-made bridegroom his occafion fpies, 

And pleased, repockets quick the glittering prize : 

As quickly turning round, old Surplice views 

The frolic, and demands his pilfer'd dues. 

" No," quoth the man, «« good doctor, I'll nonfuit you, 

« A plain default, — I found you of your duty ; 

i€ More carefully the holy book furvey ; 

€( Like all your brethren, watch, as well as pray* 99 



JV1 Y head and my purfe had a quarrel of late, 
And referr'd it to me to decide the debate ; 
Not great was the difFrence — it feems this was it — 
« Had purfe the moft: money, or head the moft wit;* 
I know not, cry'd I, which at pre/ent is worft ; 
But furely the head had the vacuum firft. 



\0^O*-O***&*^* 
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MR. C Y'S APOLOGY 

FOR KNOCKING OUT A BOOKSELLER'S TEETH, WHO TOLD 
HIM THAT HIS WORKS WOULD NOT SELL. 



I MUST confefs that I was fomewhat warm, 

When I broke D y's teeth ; but where's the harm ? 

My work, he faid, would ne'er afford him meat, 
And teeth are ufelefs where there's nought to eaU 



TO 

AN OLD MAID, 

WHO BOASTED OF HER VIRGINITY. 



WHY labour, Cynthia, to prove a cafe 
That ftands fo well aflerted in your face ? 



Jl OPE has true genius all his works declare ; 
Yet he's a wretched poet witlings fwear. 
No wonder — their antipathy to feiife 
Is but felf-love, and giv'ri for f elf -de fence. 
Fools love by inftinft, blockheads herd together, 
And owls are pleas'd with all of their own feather ; 
India's dark fons in fwarthy forms delight, 
And when they paint the devil, paint him white. 
Thrice happy Pope I iince all affett thy caftfe* 
Byja//rsthefe, the reft by juft ap$anfe% 
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EX NIHILO FIT NIHIL. 



W HAT cruel ftars their dire malignance fhed 

On haplefs Damon's, and fair Celia's head ! 

A pair, who long have figh'd, but figh'd in vain, 

To be united by the nuptial chain. 

But gold its neceflary aid denies, 

Gold, that fupport of all our nuptial joys. 

The Twain poffefles nought, the nymph the fame ; 

Ah ! lucklefs Damon ! and too lucklefs dame ! 

'Tis hard ; but fo capricious is your fate, 

Tho* nothing is between, you ne'er muft meet. 

Hymen averfe, cries, both are baffled quite, 

'Caufe nothing parts you> you (hall ne'er unite. 



THE 

CONSOLATION. 



JWlY goods are loft, my houfe is burnt, 

And yet, upon my life, 
No great misfortune have I met, 

For in't was burnt my wife. 



*^>^V5»<0%^* 
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TO 

DEAN SWIFT, 

AGAINST WHOM, IN THE INFIRMITY OF OLD AGE, SEVERAL 
SCURRILOUS PAMPHLETS APPEARED IN PRINT. 



1 HY mortal part, ingenious Swift, muft die, 
Thy fame (hall reach beyond mortality ! 
How puny witlings joy at thy decline, 
Thou darling offspring of the tuneful nine ! 
The noble lion thus, as vigour pafTes, 
The fable tells us, is abus'd by affes* 



ON 

MARSHAL SAXE. 



X H' eternal ferryman of fate, 
When Saxe, unconquerably great, 

Approach'd within his ken, 
Scowl'd at his freight, a trembling crowd, 
And, « turn out ghofts," he roar'd aloud> 

w Here's Hercules agen." 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN ON THE WALL OF THE COLLEGE, AT DULWICH, 
FOUNDED BY EDWARD ALLETNZ, ESq. COMEDIAN. 

l626. 



ATTEND, vain made of Egypt's mighty lord, 
For fumptuous walls, and pyramids ador'd ; 
Whofe hand laborious taught their pride to rife, 
To fpurn affli&ed earth, and threat the Ikies; 
Own you miftook the road to real fame, 
And view thefe humbler roofs with confcious ihame. 
Say, to what end you rear'd each mighty tow'r ; 
Each fond effeft of too luxuriant pow'r ? 
Say, to what end thy lab'ring fubje&s groan, 
And burden regions with a mafs of (tone ? 
Say, where's the praife whole millions to confume* 
. And lie magnific in a fplendid tomb ? 
See, for the poor, thefe friendly walls appear, 
Want finds relief, for charity dwells here : 
Here let the honeft and diftrefs'd repair, 
And, with their maker's, blefs the founder's care ; 
Survey the joys benevolence can bring, 
And fee the player far excel the king . 
Courts to the dead thy mighty fabrics give, 
Thefe walls receive and nourifh thofe who live* 



tft^tdtt^itett** 
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LINES 

ON THOSE VOTARIES OF BACCHUS, THE FELLOWS OF 
■ COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE* 



IF in the dry the devil doth walk, 

As facred writings tell us, 
(In fpite of what fome folks may talk) 

He'll ne'er come at our fellow*. 



VERSES 

WRITTEN ON SEEING HAUGHHAM ABBEY, A FINE OLD 
RUIN, NEAR SHREWSBURY, WHITE-WASH'D. 



-HOW awful once thy ancient face ! 

How fpoilt by vain renewing ! 
Of old, thy gravity was grace. 

Now, fprucenefs thy undoing. 

Thou, who waft once a rev'rend fage, 

Alike in fatt and (how, 
-Art now, ridiculous in age, 

bought but a batter'd beau. 



**»«^»««»««»^** 
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rROM 

THE LATIN OF OWEN. 

BY MR. D D. 



L HO' ev'ry atheift all chriftians know, 
Muft after death hell's torments undergo ; 
Yet Satan (paradoxical to tell) 
Will fearch in vain for atheifts in hell. 



ON 

THE DEATH OF KING WILLIAM. 



V AIN Greece, confult no more, or haughty Rome, 
For worth or virtue, view this royal tomb : 
Beneath whofe (hade more facred duft is wept, 
Than in their urns or temples ever flept. 
Caefar had courage, but the tyrant's name, 
And Rome enflav'd, obfcur'd the warrior's fame : 
Cato had honor ; but the dagger, near, 
When dangers prefs'd, betray'd the patriot's fear. 
His triumphs, one by dire oppreffion gain'd, 
And one his virtues by his weaknefs ftain'd. 
Britain's lov'd king did with each Roman vie, 
As fond of freedom, as refolv'd to die ; 
Without his guilt did Cxfer'sWitVs visax* 
And boa&cd Cato's fame without \u& fc*u 
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FROM THE GREEK. 
ON PLUTARCH'S STATUE. 

BY MR. DRYDEN. 



"WISE, honcft Plutarch ! to thy deathlefs praife, 
The fons of Rome this grateful ftatue raife : 
For why ? both Greece and Rome thy fame have lhar'd, 
Their heroes written, and their lives compar'd : 
But thou thyfelf could 'ft never write thy own ; 
Their lives had parallels % but thine had none* 



ON HOMER. 



STILL in our ears Andromache complains, 
And ftill in view the fate of Troy remains ; 
Still Ajax fights; ftill Hedlor's dragg'd along; 
Such ftrange enchantment dwells in Homer's fong ; 
Whofe birth could more than one poor realm adorn. 
For all the world is proud that he was born. 



«*»<*»<**tftt*>«0> 
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AN 

INSCRIPTION FOR A FOUNTAIN, 

ADORNED WITH THE STATUE OF QJJEEN ANNE, AND THE 
CHIEF RIVERS OF THE WORLD ROUND IT* 



Y E a&ive ftreams, where-e'cr your waters flow,. 
Let diftant climes, remoteft nations know, 
That ye from Thames and Danube had been taught 
How Anne commanded, and how Marlb'rough fought* 



ON 

A MEAN HOUSE, 

BUILT BY A POETICAL GENTLEMAN. 



A BARD grown defirous of faving his pelf, 
Built a houfe he was fure would hold none but hirafelf ; 
This enrag'd God Apollo, who Mercury fent, 
And bade him go afk what his votary meant. 
Some foe to my empire has been the advifer ; 
'Tis of dreadful portent when a poet turns mifer : 
Tell him, Hermes, from me, tell that fubject of mine, 
I have fworn by the Styx to defeat his deiign ; 
For wherever he comes there the mufes (hall reign, 
And the mufes, he knows, Yiave 21 ixumcroiu train. 
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THE 

STAGE'S ACKNOWLEDGMENT. 



O NATURE ! when thy fov'reign pow'r we fee, 

How poor a thing mull affe&ation be ! 

Whilft Clive, with beauteous eafe, the audience charms, 

And, with the fire of native influence, warms ; 

Pour'd from her eyes the meaning raptures roll, 

And (hoot the laughing graces thro' the foul. 

Or when the fprightly fong demands her aid, 

How pointed are thy notes, fweet mufic, made ! 

Poets and matters carelefs may command, 

Her look is meafure, and her aftion found. 



TO 

A YOUNG LADY, 

ON HER RECOVERY FROM THE SMALL-rOX. 



V/HLOE no more unjuftly fear 
Your num'rous flaves decreafe ; 

Say, does the fun lefs bright appear, 
Tho* fpots o'erfpread his face ? 

Thofe ftains, by fate's fevere decree, 

He's ever doom'd to bear, 
While thine, each rifing mom, wt fefc 
DHTolving into air. 
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TO 
MR. GARRICK, 

ON HIS COMPLIMENTING A CERTAIN PREACHER. 



THE preacher's looks when Rofcius ey'd, 

And on his accents hung, 
The preacher's breaft firft felt a pride, 

A fluency his tongue. 

Not that he caught the mighty glow, 
Which heightens Shakefpear's fenfe; 

Thy thunder, or thy tender flow 
Of magic eloquence. 

Remote from all the fpeaker's art. 

He triu mph'd in his theme ; 
That (truck itfelf the feeling heart, 

And met the genial flame, 

Could'ft thou impart the pow'rs that (hake, 

At fiftion's call, the foul : 
The eyes that look, the lips that fpeak 

The paffions of the foul ; 

Keen, as the piercing of the ftcel, 
The prieft would ftrike the breaft j 

Inftrutft the callous \\ow to fetY* 
The wicked how to «&• 
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By thee the pow'rful preacher taught, 
The wond'ring crowd would teach ; 

The crowd would catch the heart-felt thought, 
For Garrick then would preach. 



the Wish. 

jS/L A Y I, through life's uncertain tide, 

Be ftill from pain exempt ; 
May all my wants be ftill fupply'd, 
My ftate too low t'admit of pride, 

And yet above contempt. 

But, fhould the providence divine 

A greater blifs intend ; 
May all thefe bleffings you defign 
(If e'er thofe bleffings (hall be mine) 

Be center'd in a friend* 



TO 

A PAINTED LADY. 



LEAVE off thy painty perfumes, and youthful dids, 
And nature's failing horieftly confefs : 
Double we fee thofe faults which artww&& tc&a&v 
Plain downright uglinefs would lefe offittA. 
M 
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ON 

DR. TRAPP'S TRANSLATION OF VIRGIL. 

BY DR. YOUNG. 



IF, at his title, Trapp had dropp'd his quill, 
Trapp might have pafs'd for a great genius ftill ; 
But Trapp, alas ! (excufe him if you can) 
Is now a fcribbler, who was once a man. 



Henrietta, in her prime, 

Was the fickleft thing alive ; 

(See the ftrange efiefts of time !) 

Now (he dotes at forty-five. 

Weathercocks, which, for a while, 
Turn about with ev'ry blait ; 

Old, and deftitute of oil, 
So ruft to a point at lad. 



SYLVIA, methinks, you are unfit 

For your great lord's embrace ; 
For, tho* we all allow you wit, 
We can't a handfomc fact. 
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Then, where's the pleafure, where's the good, 

Of fpending time and coft ? 
For, if your wit's not underftood, 

Your keeper's blifs is loft. 



BY 

DEAN SWIFT. 



So bright is thy beauty, fo charming thy fong, 

As had drawn both the beafts and their Orpheus along; 

But fuch is thy av'rice, and fuch is thy pride, 

That the beafts muft have ftarv'd, and the poet have die'd. 



ON 

A FAIR SHREW; 

BT SIR JOHN HARRINGTON. 



JC* AIR, rich, and young ! how rare is her perfection, 
Were it not mingled with one foul infection ! 
So proud an heart, I mean, fo curft a tongue, 
As makes her feem nor fair, nor rich, nor young. 



c*><S><^><^»t^»t0> 
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ABSOLUTION. 



IF, without gold, falvation can't be bought, 
How curft the wretch who is not worth a groat ! 
But if Chrift's death for all has purchased peace, 
Rejoice, ye poor, and let your rais'iy ceafe. 



A LORD, who talk'd of late with i<Jle fcorn> 
Of fome that wore infenfibly the born ; 
Said he could with, and did, for his own part, 
All cuckolds in the Thames with all his heart. 
A friend reply'd : « By ftarting fuch a whim, 
u Your lordfhip, I prefume, has learn'd to fwim." 



TO 

A PRUDISH OLD MAID, 

LEFT ALONE WITH A GENTLEMAN. 



\Vh Y thea that blulh ? allay that needlefs fear ; 
Miftaken maid ! no raviftier is near : 
When thou appear'ft in danger, alk thy glafi, 
Would any forfeit heav'n for fuch a face ? 
Whoe'er attempts thy virtue to abufe, 
Offends without temptation or excufe ; 
Whoe'er thy chaftity would then mo\d, 
Shew 'em thy face— 'twill well defaA v\ve tefc. 
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OH 
A SLENDER COLLECTION 

FOR A CKAKITY AT BATH. 



So little at the chapel door I 
This nation, doubtlefs, muft be poorv— 
So much at gaining thrown away ! 
No people fure fo rich as they. — 
Britons f 'twere greatly for your glory* 
If thofe who fhall tranfmit your ftory, 
Their notions of your grandeur frame,. 
Not as you gvue % but as you game* 



AN 

HONEST PREJUDICE. 



A CAMBRIDGE foph, juft freed from cap and gown* 
Went to a fermon, with his friend in town. 
The doftor, not a Sherlock* I fuppofe, 
Soon lull'd his audience to a fweet repofe r 
But when the drowfy charm was at an end* 
Up Harts Cantab* and wakes his fnoring friend : 
He rubb'd his eyes, and curs'd the ftupid preacher, 
«* And pray," faid he, " d'you know this learnedi 
" teacher?" 
" No/' cry'd the foph, « but, 'ere the droii* \*%W*. 
" Iknew our &te— for he's an Oxford maxw" 
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SAWNEYS COMFORT. 

WRITTEN IN THE TEAR 1630. 



JLiORD, what a goodly thing is want of fhirts f 
How a Scotch ftomach, and no meat, converts ! 
We wanted food and raiment, fo we took 
Religion for a fempftrefs and a cook. 

FROM THE GREEK. 



JN O colours laid by pencil on, 

Can match her eye, her (kin, her hair ! 
Who paints the fplendor of the fun, 

May paint the brightnefs of the fair. 



WRITTEN AT BATH, 

ON NASH'S STATUE NOT BEING PLACED IN THE CENTRE 
OP THE PUMP-ROOM, WHERE THE CLOCK STANDS. 



QUOTH Na(h to the clock, " ftand out of my way !" J 
Said the clock, €t Mr. Nafti, 'tis too late in the day / 
u For you to command whom you ought to obey. j 
(t Your pow'r, quondam monarch, now, faith, is^ 

•• decry'd, 
€i And the whole corporation, to humble your pride, 
t( Have agreed, thus in public, to Jet you afide." 
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ON 
THE DUTCHESS OF PORTSMOUTH'S PICTURE. 



VV HO can on this picture look, 
And not ftraight be wonder-ftruck, 
That fuch a wither'd, dowdy thing, 
Should make a beggar of a king ! 
Three happy nations turn to tears, 
And all their former love to fears :— 
Falfe and foolilh, proud and bold, 
Ugly, as you fee, and old : 
In a word, her haughty Grace 
Is w c in all things fave her face. 



IN 

THE STYLE OF CHAUCER. 



FULL oft with Mat doth Topaz dine, 
Eateth bak'd meats, drinketh Greek wine : 
But Topaz his own werke rehcarfeth ; 
And Mat mote praife what Topaz verfeth : 
Now, fure as prieft did e'er fhrive (inner, 
Full hardly earneth Mat his dinner. 



«*H*»C*H#M#X#l 
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MARTIAL, 

LIB. i EPIGRAM 69. 



XjET Rufas weep* rejoice, ftand, fit, or walk, 
He can of nothing but of Naevia talk ; 
Let him eat, drink, a(k qucftions, or difpute, 
Still he muft talk of Naevia, or be mute. 
He writes to parents, ending with this line : 
" I am, my lovely Naevia, ever thine." 



MARTIAL, 

LIB. IV. EPIGRAM 34. 



BT SIR CHARLES HANBUR7 WILLIAMS. 



C/OME, Chloe, and give me fweet kifles, 
For fweeter fure never girl gave ; 

But why, in the midft of ray blifles, 
Do you afk me how many I'd have ? 

I'm not to be (tinted in pleafure, 

Then prithee, my charmer, be kind ; 

For, while I love thee above meafure, 
To numbers Til ne'er be cot&&'&» 
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Count the bees that on Hybla arc playing ; 

Count the flow'rs that enamel its fields ; 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ftraying* 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields : 

Go, number the ftars in the heaven ; 

Count how many fands on the ftiore ; 
When fo many kiffes you've given, 

Still (hall I be craving for more. 

What joy can be greater than this is ? 
My life on thy lips (hall be fpent ; 
But the wretch that can number his kiffes, 
. With few will be ever content. 



OF old, when the wags attacl^'d poor Colly Cibber, 

As player, as bard, as odaic wine bibber, 

To a friend that advis'd him to anfwer their malice, 

And check, by reply, their extravagant fallies ; 

" No, no," quoth the laureat, « with fmile of much 

" glee, 
« They write for a dinner which they (han't get from: 



""^>«*»c*»t*><#> 
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CONJUGAL LOVE. 



WHY, Cclia, fhould the dazzling fire 



Of fierce, infatiate defire, 

Glow on each poet's tongue ; 
While ev'ry fwain, in ev'ry grove, 
To lucklefs or to lawlefs love, 
Still tunes the am'rous fong ? 



iTr 






And (hall notjoy confirm d, the beft, _ 

The gayeft inmate of the breaft, . .— . 

Awake the poet's lute ? 
Shall airy hope exalt his drain, 
Defpair in dying notes complain, 

And gratitude be mute ? 

A wifer, a more virtuous rule, 
In nature's uncorrupted fchool, 

The feather'd fongfters learn ; 
The lark, the nightingale, and thrum, 
All flutt'ring chirp from bufh to bufh, 

When firft with love they burn ; 

But when they've form'd the genial neft, 
Each of his conflant mate poflefs'd, 

Their joys then know no bounds ; 
Mufic expands their little throats, 
And, with the wild, ecftauc tvoxe^ 

HiUs, dales, and woo&»"t*£oia®^ 
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VERSES, 
"WRITTEN IN A LADY'S POCKET-BOOK. 



W ITH what ftrange raptures would my foul be biefs'd, 

Were but her book an emblem of her breaft ! 

As I from that all former marks efface, 

And, uncontroul'd, put new ones in their place 5 

So could I chafe all others from her heart. 

And my own image, in their room, impart ! 

But, hold ! how fhort my blifs would prove, if he. 
Who feiz'd it next, could do the fame by me ! 



JlOOR Selinda goes to pray'rs, 

If I but afk the favour ; 
And yet the tender fool's in tears, 

When (he believes I'll leave her. 

Would I were free from this reftraint, 
Or elfe had hopes to win her ; 

"Would (he could make of me a faint, 
Or I of her a finner. 



c*>c#>c*»<*><*»t#) 
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TO JULIA 
THROWING A SNOW-BALL. 



Y OUNG, wanton Julia flung die gathered (how* 
Nor fear'd I, burning from the wat'ry blow : 
'Tis cold, I cried ; but ah ! too foon I found, 
Sent by her hand, it dealt a fcorching wound. 
Refiftlefs fair ! we fly thy pow'r, in vain, 
Who turn'ft to fiery darts the frozen rain. 
Burn, Julia, burn, like me, and that defire, 
With water which thou kindleft, quench wither. 



SOLON'S 

SEPTENNIAL DIVISION OF TIME. 



JL HE /even firft years of life man's break of day* 
Gleam of fhort fenfe, a dawn of thought difplay ; 
When fourteen fprings have bloom 'd his downy cheeky 
His foft and bafhful meanings learn to fpeak ; 
From twenty-one, proud manhood takes its date ; 
Yet is not ftrength complete 'till twenty-eight. 
Thence, to his fi<ve and thirtieth >, life's gay fire 
Sparkles, burns bright, and flames in fierce defire ; 
At forcy-twoj his eyes grave wtfdom 'wcax, 
And the dark future dims tYvem o*« m\k wt v 
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At forty-nine, behold his toils increafe, 
And bufy hopes and fears difturb his peace ; 
At fifty-fix, cool reafon reigns intire, 
Then life hums fteady, and with temp'rate fire ; 
But fixty-three unbends the body's ftrength, 
'Ere the unweary'd mind has run its length ; 
And when, from fiv'nty, age furveys her laft, 
Tir'd, flie flops fhort, and wifhes all were paft. 



TO 

A GENTLEMAN, 
WHO obberv'd, that the men of this age ari 

AVERSE TO MATRIMONY. 



BY A LADY, 



Y OU tell us, with a ferious air, 
"What we, without a figh, can hear; . 
You fay your fex no longer deign 
To pay their vows at Hymen's fane ; 
E'en let them take their final leave, 
For little eaufe have <we to grieve. 
What does our fex by marriage gain ? 
A plenteous fhare of care and pain* 
Soon as we give our hand away, 
And utter that dread word obey, 
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Fair freedom inftant takes its flight, 
We bid adieu to each delight ; 
For, tho' we chance to wed a fool, 
As. hufband, he'll expeft to rule ; 
Will think he's fenfe enough to guide ; 
For all men have their (hare of pride. — 
Good-nature and good fenfe are feen, 
But (eldom to unite in men : 
I own, in fome few, they may join - y 
In thee confpicuoufly they mine ; 
But, of mankind, how fmall a part, 
Poffefs fo good, fo great a heart ! 
The nymph, who in love's lott'ry tries, 
Stands a poor chance to gain a prize ;. 
The bed when got, alas, how fmall ! 
Though for that prize (he hazard all* 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

BY DEAN SWIIT. 

1 HAT all from Adam firft begun* 
Sure none but Whifton doubts ; 

And that his fon, and his Ton's fon, 
Were plowmen, clowns, and louts. 

Here lies the only difF'rence now, 
Some (hot off late, fome foon ; 
Your fires in the moti\\tk^\t& o?L ^sro^» 
And ours in th* afttmooiu 
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THE 

GAME OF LIFE. 



W HO has the better game, (till fears the end ; 
Who has the worfe, ftill hopes his gain will mend. 



CURE FOR AMBITION. 



JL O curb th' ambitious, parfons preach, 

And ftories poets feign ; 
But what thefe ling, and what they teach, 

Is all, alas ! in vain. 

One remedy is yet in ftore, 
Which may the madmen fave ; 

Tell 'em that Brunfwick is no more, 
And (hew them William's grave. 



ON DR. MEAD. 



AlEAD's gen'rous mind's to lateft ages known 
From others' works, his learning from his own. 
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ON 
SIR WALTER RALEIGH. 



O HADST thou fervd the heroine all thy days 
Had heav'n from ftorms of envy fcreen'd thy bays 
Hadft thou ftill flourifti'd in a warlike reign, 
Thy fword had made a conqueft like thy pen. 
But what to fuch untimely fate could bring 
So great a fubjeft, but a little king ! 



THE POETS POWER. 

BY SWIPT. 



1 RUE poets can deprefs and raife, 
Are lords of infamy and praife ; 
They are not fcurrilous in fatire, 
Nor will in panegyric flatter. 

Unjuftly poets we afperfe ; 

Truth mines the brighter clad in verfe ; 

And all the fi&ions they purfue 

Do but infinuate what's true. 
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OK 
THE PRETENDER'S LANDING IN SCOTLAND, 

ST A TI&80N Or QUALITY. 



Pretender in the nie of E gi / 

Why then we mud be watching ; 
For is it not too plain, I beg, 
Some mifchief is a batching f 

And mifchief, if you let it batch, 

Is difficult to quell— 
A faction therefore you muft watch, 

And crujb it in thtjbell. 



ON 

THE COUNTESS OF D RC ST— R. 

BT LORD DORS1T. 



ilER bed is like the marriage-feaft, 
To which th' invited never came ; 

So, difappointed of her gueft, 

She takes up with the blind and lame* 



N 
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BY PklOR. 



FRANK carves very iH, yet will palm all the meats, 
He eats more than fix, he drinks more than he eats : 
Four pipes after dinner he conftantly fmokes, 
And feafons his whiffs with impertinent jokes ; 
Yet, fighing he fays, •' we muft certainly break 
And ray cruel unkindnefs compels him to fpeak 
For, of late, I invite him but four times a week, 



:} 



A SERMON AGAINST INOCULATION; 



*We'RE told, by one of the black robe, 
The dev'l inoculated Job : 
Suppofe it true, what does he tell ? 
Pray, neighbours, did not Job do well * 



JOHN Dryden enemies had three, 
Call'd Dick •, Old Nick *, and Jeremy • : 
The doughty knight was forc'd to yield : 
The other two have kept the fidd : 
But, had the poet's life been holier, 
He had foiFd the devil and the collier. 

, * Sir R. Blackmore, the Devil, wadL Jeremy OA\tet, vfoa<wT<*&«£tafc 
the immorality of rbe ftaKe. 
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EPITAPH ON PHILIP, 

l-ATHBK OP ALEJLANDtl* 



HERE, reft I Philip, on th' JEgzan more, 
Who firft to battle led ^mathia's pow'r, 
And dar'd what never monarch dar'd before. 
If thete -be man, who boafts he move has done, 
To me he owes ft, for he was my Ion. 

ON MR. POPE. 

♦ BT MR. ROLT. 



1 



Y E mo&s, weep I ye fans of Phoebus, mourn. 
And decorate with tears this facred urn ! 
Pope dy'd : fame bode the mules found his praife ; 
They faid, 'twas done in his immortal lays. 



THE RIVAL BEATJTTES. 

FROM RUFINUS. 



1 HREE lovely nymphs contending for the prize, 
Difplay'd their charms before my critic eyes j 
Superior beauties heighten 'd ev'ry grace, 
And feem'd to mark them of celellial race : 
But I, who, pleas 'd like Paris, fear'd his fall, 
Swore each a Venus was— and pleas' & them 251. 
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ON 
THE STATUE OF A COW, 

WHICH A CALF WAS ENDEAVOURING TO BUCK* 



BY MIRON. 



JlENCE, foolifh calf ! — thy cries refrain, 
Nor torture thus my teats in vain : 
The fculptor's hand has done its part, 
But real milk exceeds his art. 



MARTIAL, 

LIB* 1. EPIGRAM 47. PARAPHRASED. 



DlAULUS, hte who, void of (kill, *•' 

Profefs'd the healing art, 
Now atts, in league with Pluto (till, 

The undertaker's part. 

Yet hear the man his change deplore ; 

« Hard fate! thus fore'd to flave" — 
Fool 1 when a quack, what didft thou more, 

Than cater for the grave I 
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ON 
AN AFFECTED PHILOSOPHER. 



IF, by your beard, your wifdom you would (hew, 
Know goats have beards, and Plato was a beau. 



ON MR. ALLEN. 



■ San£his haberi 



Juftitheque tenax fidis diaifquc mereris ? 
Agnofco proccrcm. Juv. 



IE haughty youths, of noble lineage vain, 
Who fcour the turf, and revel in champagne ; 
Who boldly claim the honors of your race, 
And boaft their names whofe titles you difgrace ; 
Tell me what firft your grandfires* blood refin'd : 
Was it their birth, or virtues of their mind ? 
'Twas virtue gave that luftre to their name, 
And plac'd them foremoft in the lifts of fame* 
For civil arts, or feats of awns renown'd, 
Their merit unbought titles juftly crown'd. 
But tho' the wretch that foils their glorious deeds, 
To his fire's honors legally fucceeds ; 
Tho* titles may defccnd, where virtues fail, 
No rvya/ grant can real worth eattiU 
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Such tinfel pomp may dazzle vulgar eyes, 

Whilft men of fenfc the glitt'ring cheat defpiie* 

But fee the man of virtuous parents born, 

Whofe ufeful life exalted acls adorn ! 

With genius biefs'd, whofe ev'ry purpofe tend* * 

T' improve his country, or enrich his friends : 

"Who pours his wealth on works of public ufe, 

In worthieft deeds ftill glorioufty profufe : 

Whofe pious care feeks merit in diflrefs, 

His unknown hands whilft wond'ring wretches blefsf 

Like fome celeftial planet's friendly rays, 

To all around diffufive blifs conveys : 

Who thus through life purfues one glorious plan, 

Is more than noble, is a godlike man / 



ON MR. C R Y'S VILLA, 

AT HAMPSTEAD. I76O. 



STRANGER approach ! prepare to fee 

A pakce in epitome. 

A rural queen, in this retreat, 

Has fix'd her airy fummer's feat : 

Midft grottos, lawns, and blooming trees, 

She here enjoys the balmy "breeze; 

And here, with calm contempt, looks down 

On the tumultoom joys o£ umu- 
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The villa fplendid, tho* not great, 
With ev'ry mark of art complete* 
Prefents to view* on ev'ry fide* 
The fpoils of oriental pride : 
All that rich China's marts 4ifplay, 
Grotefque in fhape, in colours gay ; 
Enamell'd jars, or painted fcreens, 
Fat idols, pagods, mandarines ! 

But chiefly here regales our eyes 
Whate'er the Flemifh fchool fupplies, 
Of landfkip rare, with laboured flrill, 
By Berchem, Brughel, or Paul Brill ;— 
Names which the connoifleur reveres, 
Tho' harm to nice poetic ears. 
Yet what we prize above all thefe, 
Behold, the feat of health and eafe ! 
Of pleafures pure, that never cloy j 
Of focjal and domestic joy : 
Or, what in courts is very rare, 
Behold a cheerful, happy pair ! 

TO W. MILLS, ESQ^ 

ON A LATE ACT OF GENEROSITY. 



I OU call it luxury, when, in all hU glory, 
Quin loads his plate with turtle and John Dory; 
Or fnuffs the pinguid haunch's fav'ry ftream, 
And crowns the feaHs with jellies and W& ctcrau 



i 
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But when, with more indulgence, you employ 
Your wealth to give the penfive bofom joy ; 
When, by one lib'ral ad, the mind's beft treat! 
You make a brother's * happinefs complete ; 
There is, you'll own, tho' rarely underftood, 
The higheft luxury in doing good ; 
Nay, view his heart, and Quin will grant, I'm furc, 
The generous man's the trued rficure. 



ON 

TULLY'S HEAD IN PALL MALL. 

TO MR. ft. DOD3LEY, ON HIS WRITING CLEONI. 



WHERE Tully's buft and honourM name 

Points out the venal page, 
There Dodfley confecrates to fame 
The claifics of his age. 

In vain, the poets, from their mine, 

Extract the mining mafs, 
•Till Dodfley's mint has ftamp'd the coin, 

And bid the fterling pafs. 

• This gentleman took his brother to the Bank one morning, and tram* 
Arred jo,ooq1. to him as a preCenu 
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Yet he, I ween, in Caefar's days, 

A nobler fate had found ;1 
Dodfley himfelf, with verdant bays, 

Had been by Caefar crown'd. 

His baft near Tally's had been plac'd, 

Himfelf a claffic bard; 
His works Apollo's temple grae'd, 

And met their juft reward. 

But ftill, my friend, be virtue, fenfe, 

And competence thy (hare ; 
And think each boon, that courts difpenfe, 

Beneath a poet's care. 

Perfift to grace this humbler poft, 

Be Tully's head the fign ; 
•Till future bookfellers (hall boaft, 

To vend their tomes at thine. 



VERSES 

on thi bishop or cloyne's treatise on the virtue* 
or tar-water. 1744. 



J-«0 ! ev'ry fubjeft Berkeley treats 

With elegance and eafe ; 
Tar breathes forth aromatic fweets, 
And metaphyUcs pleafe I 
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Tho* humbly, firft, the fage exploits 

The virtues of the pine; 
To loftier themes he gently (bars, 

Phyfician an4 divine.* 

Here batter'd rakes, for taint or goat. 

A fure balfamic find ; 
Here fophs may learn what Plato thought 

Of the eternal mind. 

Henceforth let none the lawn decry. 

If Berkeley's pious care 
Teach wits to own the Trinity, 

And beaux to relifh tar. 



(jHARM'D with the empty found of pompous words, 

Carlo vouchfafes to dine with none but lords ; 

Whilft rank and titles all his thoughts employ, 

For thefe he barters ev'ry focial joy : 

For thefe, what you and I fincerely hate, 

He lives in form, and often fiarves in ft ate. 

Carlo, enjoy thy peer ! content to be 

Rather a flave to him than friend to me* 

Go, fell the fubftance, to retain the (how \ 

You miy/ecm happy — I'll be really fo. 
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OSTENTATION, 



ALAS I Sir Knight, in vain you wear 
That fcnatorial wig, and air ; 
In vain, call in referve's srflftance, 
To keep 09 little folks at diftance 1 
Thefe arts may nifties keep in awe*. 
And to your vaflals give the law ; 
We know the world, and we defpife 
This mummery and poor difguife. 
You're ftill the* fame, do all you can, 
We know too well what is in man. 
No artifice that foul can hide, 
That feat of ignorance and pride 5 
For, fpite of all this vile grimace, 
We read the ideot in your face. 



BtJFO, whofe pride difdains to give attention, 
Still aiks you things above his compichenuon ; 
But 'ere you fpeak, his thoughts are on bimfelf, 
His drefs, his dinner, or his paltry pelf. 
One day, " what fignifies," quoth he, u your learning fr 
" Does Greek or Latin make one more difceroing ? 
" For all your elaffics I'd not give one groat j 
« Who'* e'er the richer pray for ail hft Yiwtt& i 
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* If books, then, neither make men rich, nor wifer, 
« Your man of learning is the grcateft mifer, 
" Whofe ftudies, day and night, his thoughts employ, 
« To heap up ftores which he can ne'er enjoy," 
Your reafoning's fomewhat odd, I told the man. Sir, 
But you'll not liften to a proper anfwer. 
The fweets of knowledge are to thee, I find, 
Sounds to the deaf, or colours to the blind : 
But as in darknefs owls are more difcerning, 
How juft is thy antipathy to learning ! 



THE 

FORCE OF FASHION. 



VARUS, tho* merely led by falhion, 
For worth alone pretends a paffion ; 
Afie&s, with truly lib'ral fpirit, 
To idolize a man of merit : 
Applauds the deeds, the fenfe, the jokes 
Of good, of wife, of witty folks :— 
He daily at your houfe attends, 
And feems to rank you with his friends : 
In public, too, he'll ftill affeft 
To treat you with profound refpedl, 
(More than Venetians do theu do^t\ 
For what ?— becaufe you ate. in «uogue% 
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But, Sir, you mull not think it ftrange, 
If Varus fhould his conduit change. 
The public, fickle as a child, 
Now frowns on what fo late it fmil'd ; 
StilT fond of change, wants fomething new, 
Careffing me, neglecting you. 
See Varus, in his turn, affett 
To treat yon with the fame neglett ; 
Nay, (hun you as a worthlefs rogue, 
For what ? — becaufe you're out of vogue* 



VANITY AND AVARICE. 



1 HE man who courts the fordid great, 

And with the fplendid Florio dines, 
Is tantaliz'd in empty ftate, 

And thirds amidft his coftly wines. 

There's Burgundy, he lets you know, 
Or bright champagne's more fprightly juice : 

There's claret too ; — but all for (how ; 
The honeft port's alone for ufe. 

Thus vex'd, his tortur'd guefts complain, 
And flare at what they fear to touch ; 
Thus Florio, covetous and vain, 
Offers too little, (hows too much. 
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ECONOMY. 



J^AURA, profufe as city dame can be, 
High rates herfelf on her economy : 
"She ne'er will buy a thing that's dear, (he vowv 
Yet, by her bargains, pillages her fpoufe. 
•*« That fet of china was the cheapeft thingi— 
* € 'Tis fine enough to entertain a king. 
4t This cambric, ilily .flipp'd into my hand, 
* c Was fuch a bargain ! — I could not withftand. 
** That cloth, tho' dear, coft nothing , one may fay 4 
« 'Twill wear for ever — and, I know, 'twill pay." 
Then (he has bought the fineffc duck in town ; 
They ajk'd three (hillings ; — but took half a crown. 
«* And don't you think this ham prodigious cheap ! 
** We did not want it — but, you know 'twill keep*" 
Her friends with bargains thus poor Laura treats, 
Laughs at her tradefmen, whilft herfelf (he cheats 1 
But, Laura, (lop in time ; too late, I fear, 
You'll find thefe bargains coft you den/ lift} dear. 



J.N ancient times, fome hundred winters paft, 
When Britifli dames, for con/cience fake, were chafte* 
If fome frail nymph, by youthful paffion fway 'd, 
From virtue's paths «nhappiiy had fcwy -d i 
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When banifh'd reafbn re-afliimM her place, 
The confcious wretch bewail'd her foul difgrace ; 
Fled from the world, and pafs'd her joylcfs years 
In decent folitude and pious tears ; 
Veil'd in fome convent made her peace with heav'n, 
And almoft hop'd by prudes to be forgiv'n. 
Not fo a modern Frail one :— Now, the train 
Illuftrions, Pilkington, Bellamy, and Vane ; 
Grown old in fin, and dead to am'rous joy, 
No atts of penance their great fouls employ. 
Without a blufti, behold each nymph advance, 
The lufcious heroine of her own romance ; 
Each harlot triumphs in her lofs of fame ; 
Nay, boldly prints and publijbes the fame. 



A MAN there is to town and country known, 
Who neither lives in country, nor in town ; 
He's here, he's there, from place to place he flies, 
In queft of that which heav'n to man denies. 
Curio, the prefent joys of life forgot, 
Still fancies greater joys where he is not : 
Hence, ever reftlefs, go you where you will, 
You'll find poor Curio at your elbow ftill. 
He boafts no wit ; but, yet, the Lord knows why, 
Curio muft keep the beft of company. 
Wherever welJ-drefs'd folks in crowds ftpgrat, 
Afk 'd* unalk 'd— .you'll fpy out Cutvo t\£t£« 
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At ev'ry ven'fon, eVry turtle feaft, 

See him, with anxious look, a conftant gueft ! 

Drawn by the favoury ftream, no doubt — why no 3 

He only comes to fee bo*w matters go* 

In (hooting feafon, Curio takes his gun : 

Is there a fifliing party ? He makes one : 

Not for the fport — no ; Curio neither went 

To (hoot, nor fi(h — hxxtjuft to learn tb 9 event* 

To-day he comes to (how my lord your place ; 

To-morrow does the fame t' oblige bis Grace : 

Thus, mov'd by wires, this errant punchinello, 

Far want ofbufine/s is a bufy fellow. 



end op vol* I* 
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POETICAL FARRAGO. 



THE 

ANTIQUATED STOIC. 



BEAR and forbear;" *hus preach the Stoic lages ; 
And in two words include the fenfe of pages. 
With patience bear life's certain ills ; and oh ! 
Forbear thofe pleafures which mud end in woe. 
With thefe wife maxims Sappho (till can treat us, 
And prove her text from Carter's Epi&etus. 
Thus to be ftoics each fair friend (he teaches, 
Whilft Sappho ne'er can pradlife what (he preaches ; 
For, turn'd of fifty, we may fafely fwear, 
Sappho will neither bear, nor yet forbear 9 



VERSES 

WRITTEN IN A YOUNG LADY'S MILTON. 



CHLOE, to Chloe's foibles fomewhat blind, 
Admires the froward whims of woman-kind. 
« Strange ! that our mother Eve, fo void of grace, 
" Should for an apple curfe the human, t&cfc V* 

VOL. II. R 



POETICAL FAlfcAGO, 



Her cenfures thus on Eve rafh Chloc pours, 
Whilft (he herfelf green fruit and chalk devours. 
But ceafe, fair maid, that fatal crime to blame, 
When you, more frail, had furely done the fame : 
For lefs reftraint your maker's will had crofc'd, 
Nay, for a crab, your paradife had loft* 



ON 

A QUACK, 

TRAVELS BT ACT OF PARLIAMENT.' 



IE folemn tribe, who write— and take your fees, 
Adorn'd with Englifli or with Scotch degrees ; 
Who boaft of licenfes, and idly puff 
Your le&ures, hofpitals, and fuch vain fluff; 
Behold a man, of more intrinfic worth, 
For public good, tho' « gouty," fallies forth ! 
" His uncle's pupils" — who, for thirty years, 
Has check'd the widows and the orphan's tears ; 
" Allow'd by all a moft ingenious" fage ; 
Styl'd by himfelf, " the wonder of the age * !" 
The great Shappee I who fcorns your letter'd (kill, 
Your Baylis, Lucas, or e'eri Dr. Hill, 
Sent forth— ** by aft of parliament," — to kill. 

* The words of his advertisement. 



POETICAL FARRAGO. 



XjASSUS, it Feeras, aloud complains, 
tie's made the fubje& of my ftralns; 
Declares : " a word I never fpoke, 
€S That could a poet's fpleen provoke ; 
« Why vents he then on me his fpite, 
« Who hardly know the man by fight ? w 

Why, Baflus, who can tamely bear, 
Thy pompous ftrut, thy haughty air ? 
Our ftreets, tho' reafonably wide. 
Arc fcarce fufficient for thy pride : 
Affronts are not to words confin'd, 
Thy /out's. an infult to mankind* 



EPIGRAMS. 



THE 

CARTER TURN'D LOGICIAN. 



ajtILES Jolt, as fleeping in his cart he lay, 

Some pilf 'ring villains dole his team away ; 

Giles wakes and cries — " What's here, a dickins ! what 

u Why how now — Am I Giles ? or am I not ? 

*' If he, I've loft fix geldings, to my (mart ; 

** If not— oddsbuddikens, I've found a cart%" 



POETICAL FARRAGO. 



ON ONE MRS. JUSTICE, 

CONVICTED Or SHOP-LIFTING. 



IN life with what furprizing turns we meet, 
E'en Juftice has become an errant cheat. 
Alas ! who honeftly herfelf will truft, 
Or truth believe, when Juftice is unjuft ! 



ON 

A GENTLEMAN, 

WHOSE THIGH WAS PUT OUT OF JOINT, BY A YOUNG 

LADY WHOM HE ATTEMPTED TO KISS, AS SHE 

WAS PLATING ON HER SPINNET. 



W HEN Delia did her heav'nly notes impart, 
And fent the thrilling poifon to my heart, 
In vain, to fnatch a fragrant kifs I drove 
From the foft lips of my angelic love ; 
For (he, alas ! like Jacob's angel prov'd, 
And out of joint my halting thigh fhe mov'd ; 
Since then prefumptuoufly I dar'd engage, 
Like him, an angel, and angelic rage, 
Suftain'd like him, why did I not obtain 
Like him the bleffing to reward my pain. 



«^vx^v^'^ 
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ON 

A SHORT clergyman: 

I WENT to M— r— d— n one fabbath even, 
To hear the pricft dire A the way to heav'n ; 
I heard, but cou'd not fee ; the ftatcly pew, 
And lofty pulpit, hid him from our view ; 
With heav'nly truths he charms our lift'ning ears, 
The truths we hear ; the preacher ne'er appears ; 
Then laugh no more when Homer's tripods walk, 
Since now our defies can pray, and pulpits talk. 



ARGOS, ULYSSES' DOG. 

BY MR. POPE. 



W HEN wife Ulyfles, from his native coaft, 
Long kept by wars, and long by tempefts toft, 
Arriv'd at laft, poor, old, di fg uis'd, alone, 
To all his friends, and e'en his queen unknown ; 
Chang'd as he was with age, and toils, and cares, 
Furrow'd his rev'rend face, and grey his hairs ; 
In his own palace fore'd to aflc his bread, 
Scorn'd by thofe (laves his former bounty fed ; 
Forgot of all his own domeftic crew, 
His faithful dog his rightful mallei ktvtw \ 



FOBTTCAL FARRAGO; 



Unfed, nnhous'd, neglected on the clay, 
Like an old fervant now caftiierM, he lay * 
And tho' e'en then expiring on the plain, 
Touch'd with refentment of ungrateful man, 
And longing to behold his antient lord again ; 
Him, when he iaw, he rofe, and crawl'd to meet, 
('Twas all he cou'd) and fawn'd, and kifs'd his feet, 
Seiz'd with dumb joy, then falling by his fide, 
Own'd his returning lord— -look'd up— and dy'd. 

m i. ■■■■,■ ■ . ■ i.-'f- aaawa . j , . ■ . 

EPIGRAM. 



I 



1 HE day was fixt, the nuptial band prepare^ 
To give to Damon's arms his Caelia fair ; 
When, Grange to tell, the fickle maid demurs, 
And to fome luckier morn the match defers. 
Vainly with love's fort rhet'rick Damon pleads ? 
The more he prefles, (he the more recedes : 
The guefts depart difpleas'd, and Hymen fwore, 
He'd never light his torch for Cadia more. 
Damon, whofe thoughts were full of fancy'd joys> 
Upon his lonely pillow fighing lies ; 
And Caelia, who refus'd the nuptial bed, 
Is quickly in the grave's cold bofom laid. 
Learn hence, ye fair, inconftancy to (hun, 
Nor trifle with the hearts your eyes have won, 
Left fate fliould take the. ft\j3ote&Vwtrf%\»ax» 
And Death, inftead of Cu^ v»»x\S» tou 



POETICAL FARRAGO. 



ON 
SOME PRESENTS OF SHELLS 

TO LADT WALPOLI* 



LjEARN from the ifles, ye Britons, learn, 

Exalted merit to difcern, 

And free from prejudice and paffion, 

Do homage to its exaltation* 

Shall Chelfea grot its beauty owe 

To prefents puny ifles beffcow ? 

The fame of Walpole is above,^ 

Mean monuments of private love* 

Let Chelfea grotto be bedeckt 

With marks of national refpeft. 

Once more equip a gallant fleet, 

Your naval glory to compleat. 

A fleet, whofe conquefts may be read 

With W r*s triumphs at Spithead. 

One fummer's expedition more, 
Pacific, near the Gallic fhore ; 
Might bravely gather rich fupplies 
Of (hells (romantic enterprise !) 
Adorn the grot with foreign fpoils. 
And fcom the tribute of the ifles* 

Caligula, the ocean's lord, 
(The conquerors o'th' world onboaxi^ 



POETICAL FARRAGO. 



I 



So f riumph'd, with his merry hoft 
Of heroes, on the German coaft ; 
Return'd with captive cockles home, 
And ftor'd with Iheils the grots of Rome. 



TO DELIA. 



IF the quick fpirits, Delia, in your eye, 
E'er long will languiih, and mud one day die, ... 
If ev'ry beauty, ev'ry youthful grace, 
Muft furely fly from that forfaken face ; 
Then let us, lovely charmer, reap our joys, 
E'er cruel time fuch goodly fruit deftroys. 

But if thofe jetty locks muft ever grow, 
Nor e'er be whiten'd o'er with age's fnow ; 
If thofe bright funs, thy eyes, muft know no (hade, 
And, thy now blooming beauties, never fade, 
Then fcruple not, my Delia, to beftow, 
What freely gather'd, (hall as freely grow. 

Thus, nymph, whate'er the effects of time may prove, 
They furnifh motives ftrong for prefent love. 



«*>«*>%*»**■»***«** 
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TQ THE SAME, 

AFTER SOME IWOLENT CARRIAGE FROM HER. 



KNOW, Delia, fince thou art become fo proud, , 
'Twas I, 'twas I, that gave thee thy renown, 

Elfe hadft thou ftill in the forgotten crowd, 
Of vulgar flighted beauties liv'd unknown. 

My mufe, ungrateful nymph ! has giv'n thee fame, . 

And in my verfe fo many chaunt thy name. 

That killing pow'r you boaft ! it is not thine, 
'Twas I that gave it to thy voice and eyes, 

If, like the brilliant Cyprian (tar, you fhine, 

'Twas on my mufe's wings you gain'd the Ikies*., 

Then dart not, Delia, from thy borrow'd fphere 

Deftruftive beams on him that fixt thee there. .. 

Repeat to me thy Goddefs airs no more, 

Left I, provok'd, my idol uncreate, 
Let others, nymph, thy myftic forms adore, 

Let me approach thee in thy mortal ftate. 
Poets, you know, who truth difguis'd with tales, * 
Knew her themfelves thro' ail her artful veils. . 
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IO POETICAL FARRAGO. 



MARTIAL, 

LIB. L EPIGRAM 87. 



MY neighbour Hunks's houfe, and mine, 
Are built fo near they almoft join, 
The windows too projell fo much, 
That thro' the cafements we may touch : 
Nay, I'm fo nappy, rooft men think, 
To live fo near a man of chink, 
That they are apt to envy me 
For keeping fuch good company* 
But he's as far from me, I vow; 
As London is from good lord How, 
Who fooths the poor Barbadoes folks, 

All galTd and raw with L r*s yokes. 

For when old Huncks I chance to meet, 
Or one or both muft quit the ftreet ; 
Thus he, that would not fee old Roger, 
Muft be his neighbour, or his lodger. 

EPIGRAMS. 



I. 

JVlY fickly fpoufe, with many a figh, 
Oft tells me — Billy, I (hall die, 
I griev'd, but recolle&ed fttsit, 
$ Tis bootlefs— to contend vnxk fox*» 
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So refignation to heav'ns will 
Prcpar'd mc for fucceeding ill ; 
Twas well it did, for on my life 
Twas heav'ns will — to fpare my wifev 

II. 
Cries one-ey'd Ned to jeering Sue, 
One good is worth your fqainting two* 

HL 
Nell try*d for ftealing linen, anfwers fwift, 
CompelTd, thro' want, (he did it — for a Ihifiv 

IV. 

Some gallipots falling (a well tim'd difafter) 
Broke his head while poor Syringe was fpreading a 
plaifter. 



ON 

SIR ISAAC NEWTON'S BUSTO. 



^WHILE Caroline to learning juft, 
Raifcs, to grace great Newton's duft, 
A monument of Parian ftone, 
Of Adamant (he builds her own. 



«*><*>C0)C*)<0><#» 



\ 
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TO CELIA, 

ON HER LOVER'S THREATENING HER HE WOULD HANG 

HIMSELF IF 8HE REFUSED TO MARRT HIM. 



T 'EXTORT (unwilling Cclia!) from thy fear 

The nuptial vow, docs Lord Corinthian fwear 

He'll hang himfclf, if you his fuit deny ? 

Celia ! be eafy, for my lord can lie. 

Yet to requite a courtfhip fo abfurd, 

Tell him you'll mind him when he has kept his word. 



S AUN'TRING with merry Jack of late, 
We fpy'd an odd triumvirate ; 
Two, almoft as the Saxon tall, 
The third, like Mfop, crook'd and fmall ; 
The tall their parting congee's made, 
The pigmy ne'er declin'd his head. 
Says I, *< that dwarf no manners mews;" 
€t You err," cries Jack, " he always bows." 



GREAT wits do not live many days, 
So the old Englifli proverb fays : 
How vain is each ambitious V>ax&s cndtaturatl 
If this be true— O Lanxeat Ywt &* w^- 
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TO 
PHOEBE FROWNING. 



AlCIDE'S clarts on wings of flaughter flew. 
Yet, not appeas'd, he'd have them poifon too. 
So Phoebe adds the poifon of a frown 
To charms that of themfelves but kill too foon. 



on 
FIDELIA'S COURTSHIP OF DEAN SWIFT. 



FlDELIA, be advis'd by me, 
Look blithe as lady may'refs ; 

Tho' the dean's wife thou muft not be, 
Yet thou may'ft be his heirefs. 



VERSES 

LIFT ON A TOUNO J-ADY'S LOOKING-GLA t 5. 



BT J. W— DY— R, ISq. 



1HIS mirror view, without referve, my fair, 
An angel's goodnefs thou'lt contemplate there : 
Should others view, behold perfe&ioTi s gcrc&— 
When tfou behold' ft 'tis there for dafcfc aloxuu 
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FROM THE LATIN. 

IT THE LATE RIV. JOHN WESTLET, A. K, 



AS o'er fair Chloe's rofy cheek 

Carelefs a little vagrant paft, 
With artful hand around his waift, 

A (lender chain the virgin caft. 

As Juno near her throne above 
Her fpangled bird delights to fee ; 

As Venus has her fav'rite dove, 
Chloe (hall have her fav'rite flea. 

Pleas'd with his chains, with nimble fteps 
He o'er her fnowy bofom ftray'd ! 

Now on her panting bread he leaps, 
Now hides between his little head* 

Leaving, at length, his old abode, 
He found, by thirft or fortune led, 

Her fwelling lips, that brighter glbw'd 
Than rofes in their native bed* 

Chloe, your artful bands undo, 

Nor for your captive's fafety fear ; 
No artful bands are nee&fvA ww * 
To keep the willing vagranfc\w** 
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—^- ^— — — - — — "■ 

While on that heaven 'tis given to ftay. 

(Who would not wifh to be fo Weft) 
No force can drive him once away, 

'Till death (hall feize his deftin'd breaft. 



STANZAS 

ON THI TAKING Of QJ7IBEC. 



BY DR. GOLDSMITH. 



AMIDST the clamours of exulting joys, 
Which triumph forces from the patriot heart ! 

Grief dares to mingle her foul-piercing voice, 
And quells the raptures which from pleafure ft art! 

O ! Wolfe ! to thee a dreaming flood of woe 
Sighing we pay, and think e'en conqucft dear ; 

Quebec in vain (hall teach our breafts to glow, 
Whilft thy fad fate extorts the heart-wrung tear* 

Alive, the foe thy dreadful vigour fled, 

And faw thee fall with joy .pronouncing eyes : 

Yet they (hall know thou conquereft, tho* dead ! 
Since from thy tomb a thoufand heroes rife* 



<*<*it*t*<*» 



remcaj. 



cnut os pEJkux&r. 



' WnhTtornx* cm* tisat be ialxM, 

C*sz*pa?& to what, fsmd. kwcr* fed, 
Wlae* doadsg oa foaac hoi omfi charms, 
Thtf disk tut fide* 'cm to that riraTs ans ? 

As fir**, d»* they oace weic taase, 
Yet if (harp wocikds their rage inflate 
lift up their ftormy voice*, roar, 
And tear die keepers xbej obey d before : 

So fanes the lover, when hi* bceaft 
By jealous frenzy is ponefl ; 
Forfwears the nymph for whom be boras, 
Yet ftiait to her whom he forfwears returns. 

Bat when the fair reiblves his doubt* 
The love conies in, the fear goes out ; 
The cloud of jealoufy's difpell'd, 
And the bright fun of innocence reveal 'd. 

With what (Irange raptures is he blcft ! 
Raptures too great to be expreft ! 
Tho' hard the torment's to tw&utt, 
Who would not have the ficVuiibb, fot xY& cwxt,\ 
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EPIGRAM 

ON THE CALVE'S-HEAD CLUB. 



AT laft 'tis plain, fome whigs arc as of yore, 

The fame in forty-eight and thirty-four ; 

Kings and all kingly government they hate j 

And whig and round-head differ but in date. 

Take care, great George, who's next : for thofe who dine 

On facred Charles's head, would fup on thine. 



GOD'S OMNIPOTENCE. 



WHEN Egypt's hoft God's chofen tribe purfu'd, 
In cryftal walls th* admiring waters ftood ; 
When thro' the dreary waftes they took their way, 
The rock relented, and pour'd forth a fea. 
What limits can th* Almighty goodnefs know, 
Since feas can harden, and fince rocks can flow ? 

ON PRINTING. 



HORSES and afles, flies and devils do 
Their labour in the printing art beftow ; 
No wonder, thence fuch loads of IvxmW life* 
Dulnefs and maggots, calumny axi&Y\s&% 



VOL. II. 



1 8 porriCAL farrago. 



EPIGRAM. 

1 WO matters no man e'er could pleafe, 

In facred writ is told ; 
I fear it meant two miftreffes j 

If fo, the rule will hold : 
Whole two ! nay, where's the man can fay, 
He pleas'd one miftrefs half a day ? 

LI N E S 

SPOKEN EXTEMPORE TO A LADT, WHO ASK*D, WHAT 
THIS WORLD WAS LIKE? 



THIS world is a prifon in every refpett, 
Whofe walls are the heavens in common, 

The gaoler is fin, and the prifoncrs men, 
And the fetters are nothing but — woman. 



ON 

TWO COURTIERS. 



JlTAL once in place, in place again would be, 
Bob ftill in place would keep it willingly. 
Hal whilft in place, committed blunders many, 
And Bob wont fay he ne'er commStts&axcj. 
Which blunder'd moft \ I t\\\ak. xVw \* *a ^s^x 
One blunder'd in, the oda&i "m ax& «**• 
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OK 

DEAN SWIFT'S DEAFNESS. 



\\ HAT though the dean hears not the knell 
Of the next church's paffing bell ; 
What, though the thunder from a cloud, 
Or that from female tongue more loud, 
Alarm not : at the drapier's ear 
Chink but Wood's half-pence, and he'll hear. 



LINES 

WROTE BEFORE BISHOP B— — T'S HISTORY. 



JDe Retz in egotifms falls fhort of thee, 

His books are minutes, thine an hiftory* 

Pride, difappointment did thy foul inrage, x 

Againft known truths thou open war doll wage, C 

Saint in thy preface, Mendez in each page— j 

Thy laft will (hews thou would'ft earth's penance fave, 

There is nor fhame, nor forrow in the grave* 



«*»t*»<*M*M**0t 



20 POETICAL FARRAGO, 



TO 
CHLOE MISTAKEN. 



A HO' other fair I fing, and have in view, 
Yet you are pleas'd, becaufe you think 'tis you. 
Whene'er I draw a miftrefs, or a wife, 
You beg the copy, and you fay — 'tis life. 
Deluded nymph, forbear your fond defire, 
*Tis not your picture, but you mine admire ; 
For whilft I feem your praifes to advance, 
*Tis but a copy of my countenance. 



TO 

DR. ATKINS, ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. 

BT AARON HILL. 



lOa length of new birth-days your health we drink 

round, 
In this glafs of good punch may your ficknefs be drown'd ; 
You've infur'd a long life, by your gout held fo faft, 
And your grand climadteric, this morning, o'erpaft : 
So, we've nothing to wifh you, but blifs, at a flay, 
'Till the nation hates bribes, axiAYvtt rogue* tkcltotc^ 
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TO 
A SATIRICAL YOUNG LADY. 

BY THE SAME* 



Jr ORBE AR, loud thing ! to live in laugh and jeft, 

Wit is like love— the fofteft is the bed! 

If thou, by this, wouldft lively thought proclaim, 

If empty praife is thy wild fancy's aim ; 

A while this fait may feafon fingle life, 

But no man's tafte approves a piquant ivife* 

Be <wife) and match, and charm, by judgment's aid, 

Or T-y/Y/y, and defpis'd, and die a maid. 

So the thin razors, which young learners pleafe, 

Grow notch'd, and edgelefs, by unmark'd degrees ; 

'Till worn, and blunted, by too frequent ufe, 

Th* experienced hand detecls the fteel's abufe ; 

Then cheaply thrown afide, they gather duft, 

Like thee, neglected, 'till confum'd by ruft. 

BY THE SAME. 



OH ! forbear to bid me flight her, 

Soul and fenfes take her part ; 
Could my death itfelf delight her, 

Life fhould leap, to leave my heart* 
Strong, tho' foft, a lover's ctvaixv* 
Charm'd with woe, and pitas* 4. m^^veu 
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Tho' the tender flame were dying, 
Lore would light it at her eyes ; 

Or* her tuneful voice applying, 
Thro' my ear, my foul furprize. 

JJ//W, lfee the fate I fhun, 

Deafy I hear I am undone* 



HINT 

VftOM SOMI OLD VERSES, ON A STONE, 
8TEPNEY CHURCH-WALL. 



BT THE SAME. 



1 WO thoufand years 'ere Stepney had a name, 
In Carthage walls, I fhar'd the Punic fame ; 
There, to the ftrongeft added ftrength I lent, 
And proudly propp'd the world's bed ornament. 
Now, to cold Britain, a torn tranfport, thrown, 
I piece a church-yard pile, unmark'd, unknown : 
Stain'd, and half funk in dirt, my fculpture lies, 
And moulders, like the graves, which round me rife. 
Oh ! think, blind mortals, what frail duft you claim, 
And laugh at wealth, wit, beauty, pow'r, and fame; 
Short praife can fleeting hopes, like your's, fupply, 
Since times, and tongues, and tow'rs, and empires die! 
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ON 
THE BIRTH-DAY OF MISS 

BT THE SAME. 



t/ARE be banilh'd far away — 
Fly, be gone, approach not here : 

Mirth, and joy, demand this day, • 
Happieil day of all the year ! 

Summers, three times fev'n, have (hone, 
All out-ftiin'd by Delia's eyes : 

Winters, three times fev'n, are gone, 
All whofe fnows her bread fupplies. 

Dance we, then, the chearful round, 
Mufic might have ftay'd away ; 

She but fpeaking, organs found ; 
She but fmiling, angels play* 

'Tis her birth-day — let it blaze ! 

Born to charm, and form'd for blifs : 
Live (he lov'd, a world of days, 

Ev'ry day as blefs'd as this* 

Let her beauty not increafe ; 

Too, too ftrong, already, there ! 
But, let heav'n augment her ^eace, 

'Till /he's happy^ as fee's fair. 
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THE GLOVE. 

BT THE SAME. 



J. ELL me, fweet glove, what name the charmer bears, 
Whofe fnowy hand thy downy cov'ring wears ? 

« "lis a dear name, I am forbid to tell, 
€t But thefe diftinguifti'd marks may paint her well : — 
u She gently aweful, winningly fevere, 
« Charms when me fpeaks, yet rather loves to hear ; 
" Wife, as a God ; as fancy'd angels, fair ; 
" Lovely as light, and foft as upper air." 
Enough, fweet glove ! by this plain pidlure taught, 
H e, I find, is the dear name I fought. 



OEPIGRAM. 

BT THE SAME. 



WlDOW W— ks came, of late, in a terrible rage, 
To the other old ladies, joint props of her ftage : 
" Hear me, lifters," (he cry'd, " I pronounce a decree, 
" We'll have no more new tragedies— take that from 
"me. 
" When we make the town laugh, I'm as mttrj ?&>l\\e^ 
' r But, J' m ten times more fad at a p*Nt\ofa^^\ 
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« Never tell me o&fenfe — it has coft me a fall, 
w And xtnonfenfe befriends not, I am fure to lofe all, 
« Well, well," cry'd J— k E— 1— s, and fhrugg' 

with a fneer, 
« Tho' you'll give 'em no tragedy^ what mould y< 

"fear? 
€C Say, when aflt'd, why 'twas done, your next bene 

< c night, 
« Nature form'd you fat farce — and they'll fwear y< 

•« fay right." 



PROM 

THE GERMAN. 



W HILE yon enlivening orb of day 
To William yields its light, 

He to no other lafs will ftray, 
Nor faithful Anna flight. 

Thus Will to Nance, with ardour, faid; 

And kept his word, T ween, 
Nor, till the fun had gone to bed, 

Met Sophy on the green. 
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FROM 

THE FRENCH OF BARRATON. 



1 O Cato once a frighted Roman flew ; 
The night before a rat had knaw'd his (hoe ; 

Terrible omen by the Gods decreed ! 
«« Cheer up, my friend," faid Cato, " mind not that ; 
« Though if, inftead, your (hoe had knaw'd the rat, 

" It would have been a fearful fign indeed." 



EPITAPH 

O.N A LAWYER. 



XlIC jacet Jacobus Straw, 
Who forty years followed the law, 

When he dy'd, 

The devil cry'd, 
« James, give us your paw." 



ON 

A GRUB-STREET POET. 



VvHEN Pope or Milton charm our captur'd eyes, 
It h the poet 9 not the verfc, we prize ; 
But here the bard, on equal footing* fee, 
Whofe foiling lines are no Ufa lame t\uafc\^% 
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ON 
THE KING'S RECOVERY. 



IN OT with more grief did Adam firft furvey, 
With doubts perplext, the fetting orb of day, 
Not more his joy, th'enfuing morn, to view 
That fplendid orb its glorious courfe renew, 
Than was thy joy, Britannia, and thy gain, 
When fet thy fun, and when he rofe again* 

TO HIS MAJESTY, 

ON THE ATTEMPT OF MARGARET NICHOLSON. 



X HO' female frenzy aim'd the murderous blow, 
Dear Albion's father, be the triumph thine 

Since heaven thus proves his favourite charge below, 
And makes thy country's love immortal mine. 

ON 

SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 

BY BISHOP ATTRRBUR7. 



1 HREE Frenchmen, grateful in their way, 
Sir Robert's glory would difplay ; 
Studious by fiftcr arts t'advance. 
The honor of a friend of ¥tafccs. 
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They confecrate to Walpole's fame 

Picture, verfe, and anagram. 

With mottos quaint, the print they drefs, 

With fnakes, with rocks, with goddeflef. 

Their lines beneath the fubject fit, 

As well for quantity as wit. 

Thy glory, Walpole, thus enroled, 

E'en foes delighted may behold ; 

For ever facred be to thee 

Such fculpture, and fuch poetry. 



TRANSLATION 

OF A LATIN DISTICH ENGRAVEN ON AN ORGAN IN 
THE LITCHFIELD MUSEUM. 



BV MISS SEWARD* 



1 HE docile gales, that here imprifon'd dwell, 
Do thou releafe from ev'ry hollow cell ; 
They, for their freedom, (hall the gift repay, 
With founds refpondent to thy dulcet lay* 



%frtp*4HWfr*4* 
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IMPROMPTU, 

upon or. watson's not permitting a carpenter of 
cambridge, of the name of dat, to erect a 
permanent theatre at stirbitch fair. 



BY A JOHNIAN. 



THEY tell us a tale, in Afcalon's vale, 
Dan Jof. ftopp'd the fun on his way ; 

As great is the power of Landaff, this hour, 
Who hinders the progrefs of Day. 



THE 

FOLLOWING LINES 

WERE WRITTEN BY A CLERGYMAN IN LEICESTERSHIRE 

AT THE TIME THAT MR. FOX BROUGHT FORWARD 

HIS MEMORABLE INDIA BILL. 



AS virtuous Ketch lay loft in contemplation, 
How beft to ferve, at once, both king and nation, 
With one hand brandifhing a glittering axe, 
The other plung'd in molten charter-wax ; 
Juftice, ftern power, array'd in fable veft, 
In words like thefe, her great premier addrefs'd : 
" Wouldft thou oblige me, inftata rax two\ta&&» 
« For patriotic North— and honeft. ¥0*. 
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w Then ftrike each neck, fuch is my requifidon, 
€S Their blood will form a noble coalition : 
" So (hall the prarfe that's due to me be thine, 
" And India burn her incenfe at our fhrine." 



to 
MISS E D, ON HER HAIR. 

BY OR. AIKIN. 



A.NNA! ceafe, with envious care, 
Thus to veil thy beauteous face, 

While, beneath that made of hair, 
Buried lies full many a grace. 

Where's the brow, as ivory clear, 
Where's the cheek's delightful glow, 

Where's the nicely rounded ear, 
And the well-turn'd neck of fnow ? 

Yet thofe auburn locks of thine, 
Down thy face that waving play, 

And in wanton ringlets twine, 
Who could bear to lop away ? 

Soon enough by faftrion's hand 
Shall thofe flowing cutis be dreft, 
And each feature marfhaYd taa&, 
Fatal to the gazer's icft. 
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But} let me, fecure from harm, 
Draw the veil that checks my fight ; 

Let me view each rifing charm, 
With a father's calm delight. 

Forty fummers I have feen, 

Time enough to make me wife, 
I can look at bright fixteen, 

With pleas'd, but undefiring eyes. 



LINES 
Written bt Thomson to his amanda, with a 

COPT Or THE SEASONS. 



ACCEPT, dear nymph ! a tribute due 

To facred friendfhip, and to you ; 

But with it, take, what breath'd the whole, 

Oh1 take to thine the poet's foul ! 

If fancy here her power difplays, 

Or if a heart exalts thefe lays, 

You faireft in that fancy fhine, 

And all that heart is fondly thine ! 



*&**&*-o-%^+o^ 
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A GYPSEY BALLAD. 

BY PETER PINDAR. 



A WANDERING gypfey, Sirs, am I, 
From Norwood, where we oft complain, 

With many a tear, and many a figh, 
Of bluft'ring winds, and rufhing rain. 

No rooms fo fine, nor gay attire, 
Amid our humble fheds appear, 

Nor beds of down, nor blazing fire, 
At night our fhiv'ring limbs to cheer. 

Alas! no friends come near our cot, 
The redbreafts only find the way, 

Who give their all, a Ample note — 
At peep of morn, and parting day. 

But fortunes here I come to tell ; 

Then yield me, gentle Sir, your hand ;— 
Amid thofe lines what thoufands dwell ! 

And, blefs me, what a heap of land ! 

This, furely, Sir, muft pleafing be, 

To hold fuch wealth in ev'ry line ! 
Try, pray now try, if you can fee 
A little treafure lodg'4 uv mmt. 
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EPIGRAM. 

PROM THE GREEK. 



1HE gods of Epicarnes were, 

The earth, the water, and the wind ; 
The fun, in all his (hining glare, 
And liars and fire in godfhip join'd. 

Far other gods do I adore, 

Such as more profitable be ; 
Silver and gold, in (hining ore, 

Are the divinities for me. 

Poffefs'd of thefe, I have my ends, 
And all my wilhes to the full ; 

Houfes and lands, and Haves and friends, 
And round me circling pleasures roll. 

If juftice hurt me, I can bribe 
The pliant jury, or the judge ; 

And turn from right the fupple fcribe, 
If I no money meanly grudge. 

Ev'n gods themfelves, as fages fay, 

Their heav'nly manfions will forfake, 
To dwell with me, of humble clay » 
If I the richeft ofP rings make* 
vol. n. D 



34 POETICAL FARRAGO. 



ON 
PHYSICIANS. 



1 HE firft phyficians by debauch were made ; 
Excefs began, and floth fuftains the trade : 
By chace our long-liv'd fathers earn'd their food, 
Toil ftrung the nerves, and purify'd the blood : 
But we, their fons, a pamper'd race of men, 
Are dwindled down to threefcore years and ten : 
Better to hunt in fields for health unbought, 
Than fee the dottor for a naufeous draught* 
The wife for cure on exercife depend ; 
God never made his work for man to mend. 



AWHILE thefe fond eyes of mine behold 

The heav'nly glories of thy face, 
My heart ftraight feels an icy cold, 

And ev'ry blooming hope decays. 
Thofe fparkling beams that glow in thine, 

To thefe poor eyes new .life impart ; 
And yet, fo ftrangely do they mine ! 

Their frigid rays have froze my heart. 



<#******«#* 
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EPIGRAM. 



GOD and the doftor wc alike adore, 
When ficknefs feizes us, but not before. 
The danger paft, both are alike requited, 
God is forgotten, and the dodtor flighted. 



INSCRIPTION 

ON A SUMMER-BOUSE AT WICKBAM IN KENT* 



BY MR. WEST. 



IN OT wrapt in fmoaky London's fulph'rous clouds, 

And not far diftant ftands my rural cot t 
Neither obnoxious to intruding crowds, 

Nor for the good and friendly too remote. 
And when too much repofe brings on the fpleen, 

Or the gay city's idle pleafures cloy ; 
Swift as my changing wiih, I fhift the fcene, 

And now the country, now the town enjoy. 



36 POETICAL FARRAGO. 



VERSES 

WRITTEN ON THE PLAGUE IN LONDON, LATELY POUND ON 

A GLASS WINDOW AT CHALFONT, WHERE MILTON RESIDED 

DURING THE CONTINUANCE OF THAT CALAMITY* 



SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY MILTON* 



X AIR mirror of foul times, whole fragile fheen 
Shall, as it blazeth, break ; while providence 

(Ay, watching o'er his faints with eye unfeen), 
Spreads the red rod of angry peftilence, 

To fweep the wicked and their counfels hence ; 

Yea, all to break the pride of luftfal kings. 
Who heaven's love rejed for brutifti fenfe j 

As erft he fcourg'd Jeflide's fin of yore, 
For the fair Hittite, when, on Seraph's wings, 

He fent him war, or plague, or famine fore. 



ON ST. LUKE, 

EVANGELIST AND PHYSICIAN. 



AWHILE Luke fuftain'd the facred teacher's part, 
Recover'd rhoufands prov'd his healing art : 
Great was that (kill, which couUVofcht^fc^^ 
But greater that which taught maxtoxAto &fc. 
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ON DESPAIR. 



Despair is fuch a fin of fins, 

It cannot be forgiven ; 
The ways of hell while others have, 
This bars the gates of heaven. 



TRANSLATION 
or beza's epitaph on luther* 



ROME, all the world, and Rome the Pope fubdu'd ; 

By arms her empire — his, by fraud purfu'd : 

But Luther rofe fuperior to the two ; 

And from one pen alone, both conquefts drew. 

No more let Greece Alcides' honours jraife, 

A feather'd quill his mighty club outweighs. 



TRUE BEAUTY. 



1 HE diamond's and the ruby's blaze, 

Difputes the palm with beauty's queen : 
Not beauty's queen command* facta $tnfe* 
Devoid of virtue if (he's fewu 
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But the foft tear in pity's eye 

Outfhines the diamond's brighteft beams ; 
But the fweet blufh of modefty 

More beauteous than the ruby feems* 



TO CLORINDA. 

ROWE. 



1 IS not Clorinda's noble air, 
Her fhape, nor lovely eyes, 
(Tho' matchlefs all, exacl and fair) 
That thus our hearts furprize. 

She by fome mightier pow'r invades!, 
And triumphs o'er our fouls ; 

At once with fofteft art perfuades, 
And with bold force controuls. 

*Tis in Clorinda's charming mind, 
The fweet attraction lies ; 

There all that fire and life we find, 
Which fparkles in her eyes. 

In her a thoufand graces fhine, 
That might our envy move, 
Whkh yejt oar thoughts alone incline 
T' oblige, admire, and love. 
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FROM THE GREEK. 



IF the quick fpirit, Delia, in your eye, 

'Ere long will languiih, and muft one day die ; 

If cv'ry beauty, ev'ry youthful grace, 

Muft furely fly from that forfaken face ; 

Then let us, lovely charmer, reap our joys, 

'Ere cruel time fuch goodly fruit deftroys. 

But if thofe jetty locks muft ever grow, 

Nor e'er be whiten'd o'er with age's fnow ; 

If thofe bright funs, thy eyes, muft know no (hade, 

And thy now blooming beauties never fade ; 

Then fcruple not, my Delia, to beftow 

What, freely gather'd, (hall as freely grow. 

Thus, nymph, whatever th'effe&sof time may prove, 
They furnifli motives ftrong for prefent love. 



FROM AUSON1US. 



JLONG did great Jove the weighty point debate, 
Whether a nymph or goddefsto create : 
Irrefolute, he cry'd, « What muft be done ? 
" We'll form a nymph and goddefc taitVi V& w&\ 
" But from what pattern of ce\eft\2\ i*c*, 
" The fair one's heavenly beautits OaaSV vi* wr** 
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( Shall lovely Venus to the pi&ure fit ? 
1 Or Pallas lend her air, and fprightly wit ?" 
Jtill unrefolved, thus to the blooming maid, 
\s bright (he rofe, " Be both at once," he faid : 
€ Hence, both, in thy bleft compofition, meet, 
As Pallas graceful, and as Venus Tweet." 



€ 



BY MR. ADDISON. 



JVlY love was fickle once and changing, 

Nor e'er would fettle in my heart i 
From beauty ftill to beauty ranging, 
. In ev'ry face I found a dart, 

'Twas firft a charming ftiape enflav'd me j 
An eye then gave the fatal ftroke ; 

'Till by her wit Corinna fav'd me, 
And all my former fetters broke* 

But now a long and lading anguifli, 

For Belvidera I endure ! 
Hourly I figh, and hourly languifh, 

Nor hope to find the wonted cure* 

For here the falfe, inconftant lover, 
After a rhoufand beauties fotfim, 
Does new, furprizing charms &£co\«> 
And finds— variety in one. 
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LINES 
"WRITTEN UNDER A LADf's PICTURE. 



BY WALLER. 



dUCH Helen was! and who can blame the boy, 
That in fo bright a flame confum'd his Troy ? 
But had like virtue (hone in that fair Greek, 
The am'rous fhepherd had not dar'd to feek 
Or hope for pity ; but, with filent moan, 
And bitter fate, had perifhed alone. 



TO MRS. W- 



PUTTING ORANGE FLOWERS IN HER BOSOM* 



GO, lovely flower, in all thy pride, 

To that fair~bofom, go ! 
There, there thy fnowy bloflbms hide, 

In whiter drifts of fnow ! 

Yet, warmer than thy native clime, 
Thou 'It find that feat of love ; 

Matur'd to fruit before thy time* 
As in the genial ftove. 
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Ah ! no, with fragrant fweets oppreft, 
You there entranced mall lie ; 

And like her Twain, fupremely bleft, 
In ecftafies (hall die. 



THE 

TEARS OF LOVE. 



BOAST not thy golden (how'rs, great Jove ! behold, 
Cupid defcends in (how'rs more rich than gold ! 



TO A PAINTER, 

DRAWING A JLADY'S PICTURE. 



X HE wretch, who Jove's artillery feign'd fo well, 
By real thunder, and true lightening fell ; 
How then dar'ft thou, with equal danger, try 
To counterfeit the lightning of her eye ? 
Painter, defift ! or foon th* event will prove 
Cupid as jealous of his arms as Jove. 



LsID love, like agues, ever intermit, 
How we mould blufti, in abfenct ot ^ fcfc\ 
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ON A HANDKERCHIEF 

WORKED BY MRS. — 



B7 LORD LANSDOWNE. 



W HEN Myra cads around her conquering eyes, 

A thoufand victims fall a facrifice ; 

No bounds her charms acknowledge, but her will ; 

And, wherefoe'er (he darts a look, can kill. 

Why fhould (he then new artifices find 

T' extend her pow'r, and vanquifh human kind ? 

Cannot the pointed rays, (hot from her eyes, 

Her graceful perfon, and her air fuffice ? 

But (he mull triumph in acquir'd art, 

And turn her very needle to a daru 



BY THE SAME. 



L/HLOE, now married, looks at men no more : 
Why then, 'tis plain, for what Ihe look'd before. 



<#»t#> «*j <*»t*tt«t 
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TO MIRA, AT A REVIEW. 

BY THE SAME. 



LET meaner beauties conquer fingly ftill, 
But haughty Mira will by thoufands kill ; 
Through well-arm'd ranks triumphantly (he drives, 
And with one glance commands a thoufand lives : 
The trembling heroes nor refill, nor fly, 
But, at the head of all their fquadrons, die. 



ON WOMEN. 

BT THE SAME. 



^r OMEN to cards may be compar'd ; we play 
A round or two ; when us'd, we throw away ; — 
Take a frefh pack ; nor is it worth our grieving, 
Who cuts or muffles with our dirty leaving. 

THE RELIEF. 

BY THE SAME. 



OF two reliefs to cure a love-fick mind, 
Flavia prefcribes defpair : I urge, be kind. 
Flavia, be kind ; the remedy's as fate \ 
'Tis the moft pleafant and the qukkeft cwtt. 
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ON 
A FRAIL FAIR ONE. 



ChLOE'S the wonder of her fex: 

'Tis well her heart is tender ; 
How might fuch killing eyes perplex, 

With virtue to defend her ! 
• 
But nature, gracioufly inclin'd, 

Not bent to vex, but pleafe us, 
Has, to her boundlejs beauty, join'd 

A boundlefs will to ea/e us. 

ANOTHER. 



BELINDA has fuch wond'rous charms, 
'Tis heav'n to lie within her arms : 
And (he's fo charitably given, 
She wiflies all mankind in heav'n. 



TO 

AN ANGRY RIVAJU 



1 IS not the fear of death, or fmart, 
Makes me averfe to &gj\t ; 
But to prefervc a tender Yieatt, 
Not mine, but Cselia's iv^vt. 
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Then let your fury be fupprefs'd ; 

Not me, but Caelia fpare ; 
Your fword is welcome to my breaft, 

If Caelia were not there* 



THE CONTEST. 



CHLOE and I for kiffes play'd v 
She would keep flakes ; I was content : 

But, when I won, fhe would be paid ; 
I, angry, afk'd her what (he meant. 

« Nay, fince," faid (he, " you wrangle thus in vain, 

" Give me my kiffes back, take your's again." 



WRITTEN ON A WINDOW* 

UNDER A VOW AGAINST MATRIMONY. 

1 HE lady who this refolution took, 
Wrote it on glafs, to (hew it might be broke* 



t^t********** 
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ON 
THE DUTCHESS OF ST. ALBANS. 

BT LORD HALIFAX. 



1 HE line of Vere, fo long renown'd in arms, 
Concludes with luftre in St. Alban's charms : 
Her conquering eyes have made their race complete, 
They rofe in valour, and in beauty fet. 



FROM 

THE FRENCH. 



I DIE tvitb fadne/sy if the blulhing fair 
Thefe eyes adore, rejett her lover's pray'r ; 
/ die with tranfport, if her gentle ear 
Be pleas'd her lover's foft complaint to hear. 
How can a wretch ev'n hope his fate to fhun, 
Both by her rigour and her /miles undone ? 
Each way I look, I view my ruin fure, 
Fall by the wound, or perifh by the cure. 



«?»«*»«*»«0%%9> 
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LINES 

fXNT TO A YOUNG LADY, WITH A PAIR OF GLOVES, 
ON ST. VALENTINl'8 DAY, 



BRIMFUL of anger, not of love, 

The champion fends his foe a glove ; 

But I that have a double (hare 

Of the foft paffion — fend a pain 

Nor think it, deareft Delia, cruel, 

That I invite you to a duel. 

Ready to meet you, face to face, 

In any time, in any place, 

I (hall not leave you in the lurch, 

Tho' you mould boldly fix the qhurch. 

There, come equipp'd in all your charms, 

A ring and licence are my arms. 

I will th' unequal conteft try, 

Refolv'd to fight, tho' fure to die. 



TO DR. ABEL — 

IN HIS SICKNESS. 



ABEL I prefcribe thyfelf •, ttviflt not woffaet \ 
Some envious leech, like Cain, may focy YaAws&tt 
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ON 
THE DEATH OF DR. FRIEND. 

IMITATED IftOM THE GREEK. 



WHEN Radclifle fell, affliaed Phyfick cry'd, 
(€ How vain my pow'r !" and languiih'd at his fide. 
When Friend expir'd, deep-ftruck, her hair fhe tore, 
And fpeechlefs, fainted, to revive no more. 
Her poignant grief no further could extend — 
She mourn* d with RadclifFe, but (he died with Friend. 



ON 

MISS BIDDY FLOYD. 

BT DEAN SWIFT. 



Aw HEN Cupid did his grandfire Jove intreat 
To form fome beauty by a new receipt ; 
Jove fent and found, far in a country fcene, 
Truth, innocence, good-nature, look ferene : 
From which ingredients, firft the dext'rous boy 
Pick'd the demure, the awkward, and the coy ; 
The graces from trie court did next provide 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride. 
Thefe Venus cleans'd from every fpurious grain 
Of nice, coquet* affected, pert, and vain. 
Jove iriix'd up all, and his btft. ctay exB^arf &* 
Then call'd the happy compofcuon> YVo^^ 
vol. iu E 
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ON 
THE STATUE OF VENUS, 

BT PRAXITELES. 

ANCHISES, Paris, and Adonis too, 
Have feen me naked, and expos'd to view : 
All this I freely own, 'tis patt denying— 
But where has this Praxiteles been prying F 



ON 

A PICTURE OF PHILOCTETES. 



-L/RAWN by Perrhafius, as in perfon view'd, 

Sad Philoftetes feels his pains renew'd. 

In his parch'd eyes the deep- funk tears exprefs 

Hi6 endlefs mifery, his dire diftrefs. 

We blame thee, painter, tho' thy Jkill commend ; 

'Twas time his fufTrings with himfelf mould end. 



TO A LADY, 

HALF-MASKING HERSELF, WHEN SHE SMILED. 



DO, when the fun, with his meridian light, 
Too fiercely darts upon our feeble fight, 
We thank th' officious cloud, \sy vtaofeVAtA^ 
We view his glory foften'&by aittwA&% 
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VERSES 

written under the statue of edward vi. 
at st. Thomas's hospital. 



ON Edward's brow no laurels caft a made, 
Nor at his feet are warlike fpoils difplay'd : 
Yet here, fince firft his bounty rais'd the pile, 
The lame grow adlive, and the languid fmile : 
See this, ye chiefs, and, ft ruck with envy, pine ; 
To kill is brutal, but to fa<ve, di<vine. 



ON 

THE DEATH OF HIS MAJESTY, 

KING GEORGE I. 



COMMERCE and peace reftor'd, each fea hi* own, 
Europe's proud ftates all bending to his throne ; 
Auftria reduc'd, and humbled haughty Spain, 
Forc'd to refign her title to the main. 
Iberia's power by her own forts enflav'd, 
Philip repuls'd, Gibraltar nobly fav'd. 
What more could George folicit of the iky ?— 
Juft in the fullnefs of his fame — to die. 



5* 
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TO THE RIGHT HON. 

ARTHUR, EARL OF ANGLESEY. 



BT SCAN SWIFT. 



IF the old Samian do&rine of fpirits be true, 

Then Cicero's fpirit does penance in you ; 

For Jove, when he faw him fo fond of applaufe, 

Which fway'd him much more than the client or caufe, 

Determin'd his foul to your body to doom, 

As great as when firft he aftonifh'd old Rome ; 

With all his own virtues a fecond time bleft, 

And fortitude added, to crown all the reft ; 

But to check the vain glory that reign'd in his fpirit, 

He gave you an ear that can't bear your own merit* 



ON 

THE INVENTION OF LETTERS. 

BT MR. POPE. 



HeAV'N firft taught letters for fome wretch's aid, 
Some banifh'd lover, or fome captive maid ; 
They live, they fpeak, they breathe what love infpires, 
Warm from the foul, and faixMuV to \\* ta*\ 
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The virgin's wilh, without her fears, impart, 
Excufe the blufh, and pour out all the heart ; 
Speed the foft intercourfe from foul to foul, 
And waft a figh from Indus to the Pole. 



ON DEAN SWIFT'S 

L1AVINQ AN HOSPITAL FOR ID EOT 3 AND LUNATICS. 



1 HE Dean muft die, our ideots to maintain : 
Perifh, ye ideots ! — and long live the Dean ! 



ON THE SAME. 



JLO ! Swift to ideots bequeaths his ftore : 
Be wife, ye rich.-— confider thus the poof. 



VERSES 

ADDRESSED TO INIGMATI&T8. 



vJF all the fops that plague mankind, 

None with th* enigmatift can vie* 
Who vainly hopes applaufe to fav&> 
By itudying obfeurity. 
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When Nimrod's fons, to mount the ficies, 
With rafti intent a tow'r began, 

What ftratagem did Heav'n devife, 
To diffipate that impious clan ? 

Heav'n fent no famines, plagues, or wars, 
But gave each man a puzzling riddle : 

His neighbour's dullnefs each abhors, 
And leaves the building in the middle. 



THE 

DOCTOR'S ARMS. 



A DOCTOR, who, for want of (kill, 
Did fometimes cure, did fometimes kill ; 
Contriv'd, at length, by many a puff, 
And many a bottle fill'd with/*^ 
To raife his fortune and his pride, 
And in a coach, forfooth ! muft ride. 
His family coat, long fince worn out, 
What arms to take was all the doubt. 

A friend, confulted on the cafe, 
Thus anfwer'd, with a fly grimace : 
4t Take fome device in your own way, 
4t Neither too folemn, nor too gay ; 
44 Three ducks fuppofe, white, £tey, or black, 
" And be the motto, .Qga&A Q^0»l\ Qs^&V' 
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THE 
SAD ALTERNATIVE. 



IN heat of youth, poor Jack engag'd a wife, 

Whofe tongue, he found, might prove a fcourge for life ; 

Perplext, he ft ill put off the evil day ; 

Grew fick, at length, and juft expiring lay ; 

To this fad crifis having brought the matter, 

c « To wed, or die ?" — Jack wifely chofe the latter. 



DIOGENES TO ARISTIPPUS. 



C/LOY'D with ragouts, you fcorn my fimple food; 
And think good eating is man's only good : 
I afk no more than temperance can give ; 
You live to eat. I only eat — to live. 



ON 

THE DEATH OF AN EPICURE. 

AT length, my friends, the feaft of life is o'er; 
I've eat fufficient — I can drink no more : 
My night is come ; I've fpent a jovial day ; 
'Tis time to part; but oh — what u to ^vj 1 
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ON 
A MONUMENT, 

WHICH MR. POPE AND LORD BURLINGTON PROPOSID 
TO ERECT TO SHAXESPEAR. 



1 O mark her Shakefpear's worth, and Britain's love; 
Let Pope defign, and Burlington approve ! 
Superfluous care ! when diftant times (hall view 
This tomb grown old — his works (hall ftill be new. 



TO MRS. W- 



VV HEN Stella joins the blooming throng 
Of virgins, dancing on the plain, 

A Grace (he Teems the nymphs among, 
Or Dian 'midft her virgin train : 

But when, with fweet maternal air, 
She leads lulus thro' the grove, 

Herfelf appears the Cyprian fair, 
Her wanton boy the God of Love. 



ifktftt******* 
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JLIBERTY IN DANGER, 

ON THI ACT AGAINST SWKARING. 



SlNCE firft the Norman fix'd his ftandard here, 
Britons have claim'd a right to curfe and fwear. 
In vain the preacher, with his milk-white hand, 
Denounc'd damnation on a guilty land : 
With « D— n you, Jack I" each blood his friend ftill 

greets; 
And " Blood and thunder !" echoes thro' our ftrcets. 

But ftronger fanftions now our pulpits arm, 
Prifons and mulets th'abandon'd wretch alarm : 
The fear of hell, 'twas found, could nought avail ; 
But ev'n a captain trembles at a jail : 
The lofs of money, fure, tho* not of foul, 
Muft ftrike vice dumb, and blafpheray controul ; 
Sailors themfelves (hall henceforth grow more civil, 
And fear ih&ju/lice 3 tho* defy the devil. 



IOU often pity honeft Ned, 
Condemn'd, you fay, to write for bread. 
His lib'ral foul, 'till Dodfley pays, 
Still doom'd to faft — or chew the bays. 

Yet, by that jovial, ruddy \ooVl* 
Not gain'd by poring o'ei Yi\s \jooVl \ 
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That clammy ale, his table fpilt on, 
That tankard, cover'd with a Milton ; 
By all thefe tokens, Ned, I fear, 
Writes not fp much for bread- — as beer. 



ON 

THE RIVER DANUBE. 

BY DEAN SWIFT. 



OEE, liow the wand'ring Danube flows, 
Realms and religions parting ! 

A friend to all true Chriftian foes, 
To Peter, Jack, and Martin. 

Now Proteftant, and Papift now ; 

Not conftant long to either, 
At length an infidel does grow, 

And ends his journey neither* 

Thus many a youth I've known fet out, 
Half Proteftant, half Papift ; 

And rambling long the world about, 
Turn infidel and atheift. 



%4y4**&*4V&*4* 
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STREPHON AND BLOWSALIND. 



STREPHON, in vain, purfu'd a rural fair, 
The rofy objcdl of his tender care ! 
The nymph, who long had lov'd a jollier Twain, 
Still view'd th'enamour'd Strephon with difdain. 
Provok'd, he ftrove, by force, to ftorm her charms ; 
She rais'd her hand — and dafh'd him from her arms : 
" Oh ! ceafe," cried he, " fubdue that barbarous fpite, 
11 Tho* doom'd to love — I was not born to fight! 
« You've ftoFn my heart, deprive me not of breath; 
« Thofe frowns are killing — but thzt fifi is death.' 9 



ON 

A SMALL, BUT ELEGANT VILLA, 

NEAR BATH. 



1 .HE vap'rifli fair, whofe chariots roll 
On Avon's banks, with each pert mifs, 

Struck with the fight, cry, " Blefs my foul ! 
« Whofe charming little place is this ?'• 

Thus, view'd without, you deem this pile 

A little box, or cottage neat ; 
But, enter'd in, you changt yowx ^\t\ 

There all is fplendid — a& \* great. 
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TO 
A FINE WOMAN, 

TO* BOHD 0» FRAIJINO «X* HUSBAND. 



BT DEAN SWIFT. 



X OU always axe making a god of your fpoufe ; 
But this neither reafon nor conference allows : 
Perhaps, you will fay, 'tis in gratitude due, 
And you adore him, becaufe he adores you. 
Your argument's weak, and fo you will find, 
For you, by this rule, muft adore all mankind. 



TO 

A FRIEND, 

WHO BAD BEEN ABUSED BY A LIBEL. 



BT THE SAME. 



1 HE greateft monarch may be ftabb'd by night, 
And fortune help the murd'rer in his flight ; 
And calumny, by working under ground, 
Can, unreveng'd, the greateft merit wound. 
What's to be done ? SYvaW V\t 2^&\rarfc\T^<&\jfe 
To live obfeure, and have no fomfc \a\ofet 
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By cenfure frighted, quit fair honour's road, 
Nor dare to ufe the gifts by heav'n beftow'd ; 
Or fearlefs enter in— thro* virtue's gate, 
And buy diftindion at the deareft rate. 



CARLO, you fay, writes well : — fuppofe it true ; 
You pawn your word for him, who'll vouch fox you f 
So, two poor knaves, who find their credit fail, 
To cheat the world, become each other's bail* 



ON 

DR. TRAPP'S TRANSLATION OF VIRGIL. 



MlND but thy preaching, Trapp ; tranflate no further : 
Is it not written, " Thou fhalt do no murder ?" 



TO 

M. DE VOLTAIRE, 

ON HIS CENSURING MILTON'S ALLEGORT OF 
DKATH AND SIN. 



BT DR. YOUNG. 



1HOU art £o witty, profligate, axA tN\v&* 
Thou feem'ft a Milton, with, tts faa&v *xA %»• 
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ON 
A CERTAIN POET. 



lHY verfes are eternal, O ! my friend, 
For he who reads them, reads them to no end. 



OK 

MR. CORNELIUS 



NlGRINUS leads a married life, 
Not with his own, but neighbour's wife; 
And, tho' Cornelius knows it's thus— • 
The fool's Cornelius tacitus. 



ON 

THE BRIDGE AT BLENHEIM. 

BT MR. POPS.' 



1 HE minnows, as thro' this vaft arch they pafs, 
Cry, " How like whales we look ? thanks to your Grace." 



*^^-»V^-©-A-«* 
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ON DR. 

cutting down a beautiful row of treks at 
st. John's college, oxford. 



INDULGENT nature on each kind beftows 

A fecret inftindl to difcern its foes : 

The goofe, a filly bird, avoids the fox ; 

Lambs fly from wolves ; Tailors fleer clear of rocks : 

£ the gallows, as his fate forefees, 

And bears the like antipathy to trees. 



• ON 
A BAD PAINTER. 



X 4 ABIUS, you fay, is much inclin'd 
Each cheek with too much red to fill ; 

His pieces only blujb to find 
The painter colours them fo ill* 



BY LORD LANSDOWNE. 



U RIGHT as the day, and as the morning fait ^ 
Such Chloe is — and common a& \ta& rat* 
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THE 
FATE OF ARTIFICE. 



IN churchy the pray'r-book, and the fan difplay'd, 

And fotemn court'fy, (hew the wily maid I 

At plays, the leering looks, and wanton aire, 

And nods, and fmiles, are fondly meant for fnares : 

Alas f vain charmer, you no lover get, 

There you feem hypocrite, and here coquet. 



ON A LADY 

WHO FAINTED. 



V/OSMELIA*S charms ihfpire my lays. 
Who, fair, in nature's fcorny 

Blooms in the winter of her days, 
Like Glaftonbury thorn. 

If e'er, impatient of the blifs, 

Into her arms- you rail, 
The plaifter'd fair returns the kifs, 

Like Thiibe, thfo f a wall. 



«^%V£>- V^N^-V©-» 
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BY DEAN SWIFT. 



DO bright is thy beauty, fo charming thy fong, 

As had drawn both the beafts and their Orpheus along, 

But fuch is thy av'rice, and fuch is thy pride, 

That the beafts muft have ftarv'd, and the poet have dy'd. 



BY THE SAME. 

ARTHUR, they fay, has wit ; for what ? 
For writing ? no, — for writing not. 



ON MENANDER. 



1 HE very bees, O fweet Menander, hung, 
To tafle the Mufes' fpring upon thy tongue : 
The very Graces made the fcenes you writ, 
Their happy point of fine expreffion hit. 
Thus, while you live, you make your Athens mine, 
And raife her glory to the ikies in thine. 

vol. 11. f 
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TO KING CHARLES I. 

ON HIS NAVY. 



BY WALLER* 



SHOULD nature's felf invade the world again,. 
And o'er the center fpread the liquid main, 
Thy pow'r were fafe — and her deftruttive hand 
Would but enlarge the bounds of thy command : 
*Thy dreadful fleet would ftyle thee lord of all, 
And rife in triumph o'er the drowned ball. 



TO KING JAMES IL 

IN HIS FIRST TEAR. 



BT LORD LANSDOWNE. 



1HO' train'd in arms, and learn'd in martial arts> 
Thou chufeft not to conquer men y but hearts ; 
Expecting nations for thy triumphs wait, 
But thou prefer 'ft the name ofjuft to great* 

O ! could the ghofts of mighty heroes dead 
Return to earth, and quit th'Elyfian (hade! 
Brutus to James would truft the people's caufe, 
Thyjuftke is a ftrongtx guard \hrcv lanm*-— 
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Marius and Sylla would refign to thee, 
Nor Caefar and great Pompey rivals be ; 
Or rivals only, who (hould bell obey, 
And Cato give his voice for regal /way. 



TO 

THE AUTHOR OF THE FOREGOING. 

BY MR. WALLER. 



AN early plant, which fuch a bloffom bears, 
And (hews a genius thus beyond its years ; 
A judgment that could make fo fair a choice, 
So high a fubjeft to employ its voice ; 
Still as it grows, how fweetly will it fing 
The growing greatnefs of our matchlefs king. 



TO LADY 



ALLIED TO THE ROTAL FAMILY. 



JL HE pow'rful name whofe princely meaning mows 
From what high fpring your blood's rich current flows,. 
With needlefs awe reminds us of your race, 
Since heav'n has fUmp'd dominion on your face. 
Still in your fov reign form d\ft\ti&Vj Yvvt* 
All royal rights your father kitig^ cq\j\& ^n^- 
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In your commanding air, we mark their ftate, 
In your fweet words, their wifdom and their weight ; 
Warm in your gen'rous breaft, their courage lies, 
And all their pow'r and mercy in your eyes. 



ON MRS. BARBIERE'S 

FIRST APPEARANCE ON TH£ STAGE. 



.N O pleafure now from Nicolini's tongue, 
In vain he ftrives to move us with his fong ; 
On a fair fyren we have fix'd our choice, 
And wait with longing ears for Barbiere's voice : 
"When, lo ! the nymph, by bafhful awe betray'd, 
Her fault'ring tongue denies her looks its aid : 
But fo much innocence adorns her fears, 
And with fuch grace her modefty (he wears, 
By her diforder all her charms increafe, 
And, had (he better fung, fhe'd pleas'd us lefs. 



FROM 

THE LATIN OF BUCHANAN. 



I KNOW not whether in Narciflus* glafs, 
Match'lcfs Corinna, you e'er faw your face ; 
But this I know, with beauxrc* a)Ws,T <ssnt^ 
Matchk'fs Corinna is enamoux' & ^tqwtu 
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The youth fome reafon for his frenzy had ; 
What made him fo, made many others mad : 
Your caufe is Iefs, therefore your madnefs more ; 
Without a rival you yourfelf adore. 



TO 

THE LORD CHANCELLOR KING. 



ALLUDING TO HIS MOTTO— •" LABOR IPSE VOLUPTAS." 



1 IS not the fplendor of the place, 
The gilded coach, the purfe, the mace, 
And all the pompous train of ftate, 
With crowds, which at the levee wait, 
That make you happy, make you great. 
But when mankind you ftrive to blefs, 
With all the talents you poflefs ; 
When all the joys you can receive, 
Flow from the benefits you give ; 
This takes the heart, this conquers fpite, 
And makes the heavy burden light. 
True pUafure, rightly underftood, 
Is only labour to do good. 



VS^v^v^v^, v^ 
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TO MRS. CROUCH. 



WHEN J fings, or a&s the heroine's part, 

The fiction's ill-fupported by her art ; 

Still fomething vulgar, thro' the rich difguife, 

Betrays the mimic, and offends the eyes : 

But when jour voice is heard, and beauty feen, 

You Teem a goddefs, while you a& a queen. 



A PARALLEL 

BETWEEN THE ILLUSTRIOUS JOHN CHURCHILL, DUKB 

OF MARLBOROUGH, AND THE REVEREND 

CHARLES CHURCHILL, POET. 



IN Anna's wars immortal Churchill rofe, 
And, great in arms, fubdu'd Britannia's foes : 
A greater Churchill now demands our praife, 
And the palm yields to the poetic bays. 
Tho' John fought nobly at his army's head, 
And (lew his thoufands with dire balls of lead. 
Yet muft the hero to the bard fubmit, 
Who hurl'd, unmatched, his thunderbolts of wit. 



V^^^v^^'^ 4 



POETICAL FARRAGO* *]I 



MARTIAL, 

EPIGRAM 79. LIB. IT. 



1HRICE twenty years you've feen your grafs made 

hay; 
Your eye-brows too proclaim your hair is grey ; 
Yet, through all quarters of the town you run ; 
At ev'ry ball, and levee, you make one. . 
No great man ftirs, but you are at his heejs, 
And never fail both thofe who have the feals. 
You never mifs St. James's ; ever chat 
Of lord, or bifhop this, or gen'ral that. 
To youth leave trifles; have you ne'er been told, 
That, of all fools, no fool is like the old ? 



LIB. IX. EPIGRAM 8a. 



-MY works the hearer and the reader praife :- 
They're incorrect, a brother poet fays : 
Let him rail on ; for, when I give a feaft, 
Am I to pleafe the cook, or pleafe the gueft ; 



«*v4t**tt0i<*» 
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MARTIAL, 

LIB. Vli. EPIGRAM 3. 



Y OU alk me why I have no verfes fent : — 
For fear you fhould return the compliment. 

JLIB. IX. EPIGRAM 71. 



O H ! the degen'rate age ! great Tully cry'd, 

When Cataline defign'd his parricide ; 

When kindred chiefs join'd battle on the plain, 

Which mourn' d, in tears of blood, the fubje&s flain. 

Oh ! the degen'rate age ! you loudly chatter : 

What is the matter, Sir, what is the matter ? 

No civil difcord now ; no tyrant's pow'r ; 

Peaceful and joyous pafles ev'ry hour. — 

If you efteem the age fo wicked grown, 

Blame not our morals for it, but your oivn m 

LIB. XII. EPIGRAM 54. 



1HY hair and beard are of a different dye ; 
Short of one foot — diftorted of otve eye \ 
With all thefe tokens of a. ktme com^\e.\fc, 
If thou art honeft> thou* it a dfcVUfo cfeeau 
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MARTIAL, 

LIB. Vii. EPIGRAM 100. 



\WHEN, in the dark, on thy foft hand I hung, 
And heard the tempting fyren in thy tongue ; 
What flames, what darts, what anguifti I endur'd ! 
But, when the candle enter'd, I was cur'd ! 



BY MR. POPE. 



JV1 Y lord complains that Pope, ftark mad with gardens, 
Has lopp'd three trees, the value of three farthings j 
t€ But he's my neighbour,' • cries the peer polite, 
" And, if he'll vifit me> I'D wave my right.' * 
" What !~ on compulfion ! and againft my will 
« A lord's acquaintance I — let him file his bill." 



ADVICE TO MR. POPE. 



WlNG'D by the Mufes' god to rife fublime, 
What has thy fame to fear from ^fcV\ft\ ^cqtwtX 
Shalt thou, decreed 'till time's ovmtea&s. \.o\\n«* 
Yet want the nobleft courage — to foigNt\ 
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S lander 'd, in vain, enjoy the fpleen of foes, 
Let thefe from envy hate, from int'reft thofe : 
Guilt, like the firft, your gratitude requires, 
Since none can envy, 'till he firft admires ; 
And nature tells the laft his fault is none, 
Who to your intereft, prefers his own* 



ON 

DR. P. HOLLAND'S 

TRANSLATION OF SUETONIUS* 



PHILEMON with tranflations does fo fill us, 
He will not let Suetonius be tranquillus. 



ON 

SIR JOHN VANBRUGH'S 

DEVICE OF A LION AND A COCK AT BLENHEIM* 



JrxAD Marlb'rough's troops in Gaul no better fought, 
Than Van, to grace his fame,* in marble wrought ; 
No more in arms, than he in emblems fldU'd, 
The cock had driv'n the iion from the field. 



t*&t0*<*******» 
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ON 
A BAD PAINTING OF PROMETHEUS. 



JtiOW wretched does Prometheus' fate appear ! 
Whilft he his fecond mis'ry fuffers here ; 
Draw him no more ; left, as he tortured ftands, 
He blame great Jove's, lefs than the painter's hands. 
It would the vulture's cruelty out-do, 
If once again his liver thus fliould grow : 
Pity him, Jove, and his bold theft allow ; 
ThtJIames he once ftole from thee grant him now# 



SHORT-LIV'D BEAUTY. 



BEAUTY is but a ftiort-liv'd flow'r, 
Alas ! too fubjeft to decay, 

That blooms, th'amufement of an hour. 
And flieds its glory with the day. 

Whoever antient Phillis knows, 
Will find this literally true ; 

Mark on her cheeks the bluftnxt^ tsfe* 
SJiort-iiv'd, as on the tree, \t ^t*?w% 
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Tho' on the beauties of each feature, 
Th'embellifhment of art is laid, 

Yet all her charms, to copy nature, 
Bloom in the morn, at evening fade. 



SELINDA is the brighteft thing 
That decks our earth, or breathes our air ; 

Mild are her looks, like op'ning fpring, 
And, like the blooming fummer, fair. 

But yet her wit's fo very fmall, 
That all her charms appear to lie, 

Like glaring colours on a wall, 
And ftrike no further than the eye. 

Our eyes luxurioufly (he treats, 
Our ears are abfent from the feaft ; 

One fenfe is furfeited with fweets ; 
Starv'd, or difgufted are the reft. 

So have I feen, with afpedl bright, 
And tawdry pride, a tulip fwell, 

Blooming and beauteous to the fight, 
Dull and infipid to the fmell. 



C#l«#»t**P*?» 
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TO 



vJVID, who. bid the ladies laugh, 
Spoke only to the young and fair;, 

For thee his counfel were not fafe, 
Who of found teeth had fearce a pah* 

If thou thy glafs, or me believe, 
Shun mirth as foplings do the wind, 

At Pinkey's face afFedl to grieve* 
And let thy eyes alone be kind. 

Speak not, tho' 'twere to give content;- 
For he that fees thofe rotten bones, 

Will dread their monumental fcent, 
And fly your fighs, as dying groans- 

If thou art wife, fee difmal plays, 
And to fad ftories lend thy ear ; 

With the afflided fpend thy days, 
And laugh not above once a year* 
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CELINDJU 

IjY a cool fountain's flow'ry fide 

The fair Celinda lay ; 
Her looks increased the fummer's pride*, 

Her eyes the blaze of day. 

Quick through the air to this retreat, 

A bee induftrious flew ; 
Prepar'd to rifle ev'ry fweet* 

Under the balmy dew. 

Prawn by the fragrance of her breathy 

Her rofy lips be found ; 
There, in full tranfport, fuck!d in death,. 

And dropt upon the ground ! 

Enjoy, bleft bee, enjoy thy fate* 

Nor at thy fall repine ; 
Each God would quit his blifsfnl ftatej 

To ihare a death like thine ! 



V*"*n*t*ft* 
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TO CHLOE, 

ON A BUTTERFLY* 



COME, Chloe, view with curious eye 
This painted form, a butterfly : 
Behold its gaudy plumage glow 
With all the colours of the bow : 
The fea-green em'rald's vivid hue, 
The modeft faphire's heavenly blue, 
The ruby's rofy tint that vies 
In blufties with the morning ikies ; 
Here gold emits a radiant blaze, 
There filver ftiines with paler rays ; 
Behold, my fair, with fweet furprife, 
The living mafs of jewels flies ! 
Reflecting all the rays of light 
Beyond the birth-day princefs bright. 
But know, fair nymph, that one ihort day 
Beholds it glitter and decay : — 
Firft from a worm it took its birth, 
Again a worm it crawls on earth : 
So all our glitt'ring belles and beaus, 
Alike from worms at firft arofe, 
Alike to worms again mail turn, 
There bed the duft that fills their urn* 
In death than equal ete you die, 
Be fomething more than buUctfty* 
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LETTER-WRITING. 



JdLEST be the man ! his memory at leaft, 

Who found the art thus to unfold his breaft ; 

And taught fucceeding times an eafy way 

Their fecret thoughts by letters to convey. 

To baffle abfence, and fecure delight, 

Which, till that time, was limited to fight* 

The parting farewell fpoke, the laft adieu, 

The lefs'ning diftanee pad, then lofs of view. 

The friend was gone, which fome kind moments gave, 

And abfence feparated like the grave. 

When for a wife the youthful patriarch fent, 

The camels, jewels, and the fteward went, 

And wealthy equipage, tho' grave and flow, 

But not a line that might the lover mew. 

The ring and bracelets woo'd her hands and arms, 

But had (he known of melting words, the charms 

That under fecret feals in ambufh lie, 

To catch the foul, when drawn into the eye, 

The fair Affyrian had not took his guide, 

Nor her foft heart in chains of pearl been ty'd. 
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ODE TO SPRING. 

BY A LADY. 



I. 

XI AIL, genial goddcfs ! bloomy Spring ; 
Thy bleft return, O ! let me fing j 

And aid my languid lays : 
Let me not fink in floth fupine, 
While all creation at thy fhrine 

Its annual tribute pays. 

II. 
Efcap'd from Winter's freezing power 
Each bloflbm greets thee, and each flower 

And, foremoft of the train, 
By Nature (artlefs handmaid) drefs'd, 
The fnow-drop comes in lilied veft, 

Prophetic of thy reign. 

III. 
The lark now drains her tuneful throat, 
While every loud and fprightly note 

Calls Echo from her cell, 
Beware ! ye maids that Men round : 
A beauteous nymph became a found, 

The nymph who lov'd too well. 

vol. //. Q 
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IV. 

The bright-hair'd fun with warmth benign 
Bids tree, and (hrub, and fwelling vine 

Their infant buds difplay : 
Again the ftreams refrelh the plains, 
Which Winter bound in icy chains ; 

And fparkling, blefs his ray. 

V. 

Life-giving Zephyr breathes around ; 
And inftant glows th' enamell'd ground 

With nature's varied hues : 
Not fo returns our youth decay'd : 
Alas ! nor air, nor fun, nor (hade 

The fpring of life renews* 

VL 
The fun's too quick-revolving beam 
Apace diflblves the human dream, 

And brings th' appointed hour 2 
Too late we catch his parting ray, 
And mourn the idly wafted day, 

No longer in oar power. 
VII. 
Then happieft he, whofe lengthenM fight 
Purfues by Virtue's conftant light 

-A hope beyond the ikies 1 
Where frowning Winter ne'^r (hall come, ' 
But rofy Spring Cot evet blown* 

And funs eternal life. 
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A DISTICH. 

BY HENLEY. 



x OPE came off* clean with Homer ; but they fay 
Broome * went before, and kindly five ft the way. 



THE SISTERS. 

BT THI LATI JUOOB BURNET. 



1 HE mind of bright Sukey's a jewel* 

Well fet in a delicate frame, 
But Annama pleafes me too well 

T'examine what caufes the frame. 

The charms of fweet Sukey infpire me, 

Her face, fhape, and wit I adore ; 
But Annama's fmiling eyes fire me 

To raptures I ne'er felt before. 

The one every art is fo well in, 

Each word and each look I approve ; 

The other fo fmiles on a fudden, 
I only know this, that I love. 

• Broome tnnflated for Pope the tecorvA, fc**h % «&$£** *«««^% 
tmlftb, fifteenth, eighteenth, and twatY-xMktA Y**fc* ^ <** ^J** 5 "^ 
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His meafure with Sukey Time lofes, 
Hours fly like the minutes away ; 

If Annama her prefence refutes, 
One minute appears a whole day. 

To mufic when Sukey light bounds, 
My fancy too dances the hays ; 

When Anna ma's fpinnet rebounds, 
I feel, on my heart-firings (he plays. 

One After my head fo poffefles, 
My reafon with her would take part. 

The other that rebel fuppreffes, 
And abfolute reigns in my heart. 



MYRA. 

ST MRS* ROBIN SOW, 



'WHEN Myra bloom'd at gay fifteen, 
Mankind proclaimed her Beauty's Queen, 

And ev'ry heart ador d her ! 
Now Myra trembles at threefcore, 
The barb'rous fex, alas! no more 

A fingle glance afford her 1 
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Now dander occupies her hours, 
And fpleen her wither'd form devours* 

Of envious fate complaining ! 
'Tis thus we fee a rofe decay, 
And all its beauties fade away, 

The thorn alone remaining! 



ON A LADY'S 

PRESENTING A SPRIG OF MYRTLE TO A GENTLEMAN. 



WHAT fears what terrors does thy gift create? 
Ambiguous emblem of uncertain fate ! 
The myrtle, enfign of fupreme command 
(Confign'd by Venus to Melifla's hand) 
Not lefs capricious than a reigning fair, 
Oft favours, oft rejetts the lover's care. 
In myrtle groves oft fings the happy fwain, 
In myrtle Ihades defpairing ghofts complain ; 
The myrtle crowns the happy lovers' heads, 
Th* unhappy lovers' graves the myrtle fpreads ; 
Oh 1 then the meaning of thy gift impart, 
And cure the throbbings of an anxious heart ; 
.Soon muft this bough, as you (hall fix his doom. 
Adorn Philander's head, or grace his tomb. 
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HAMLErS SOLILOQUY IMITATED. 

IT J A GO. 



1 O print, or not to print — that is the qoeftton* 

Whether 'tis better in a trunk to buiy 

The quirks and crotchets of outrageous fancy, 

Or fend a well-wrote copy to the prefs, 

And, by difclofing, end them. To print, to doubt , 

No more ; and by one aft to fay we end 

The head-ach, and a thoufand natural (hocks 

Of fcribbling phrenzy — 'tis a contamination 

Devoutly to be wifh'd. To print — to beam 

From the fame fhelf with Pope, in calf well bound : 

To fleep, perchance, with Quarles— Ay, there's the rob— 

For to what clafs a writer may be doom'd, 

When he hath muffled off fome paltry fluff, 

Muft give us paufe. There's the refpeft that makes 

Th' unwilling poet keep his piece nine years. 

For who would bear th' impatient third of fame, 

The pride of confeious merit, and, 'bove all. 

The tedious importunity of friends, 

When as himfelf might his quietus make 

With a bare inkhorn ? Who would fardels bear, 

To groan and fweat under a load of wit, 

But that the tread of fteep Parnaffus' hill 

(That undifcover'd coxmtty, V\\\i^WabaY* 

Few travellers return) pvoafca xka ht&» "V 
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And makes us rather bear to live unknown, 
Than run the hazard to be known and dama'd ? 
Thus critics do make cowards of us all ; 
And thus the healthful face of many a poem 
Is itcklied o'er with a pale manufcript ; 
And enterprizes of great fire and fpirit 
With this regard from Dodfley turn away, 
And lofe the name of Authors. 



THE 

BREWER'S COACHMAN. 

BT TATLOR. 



HONEST William, an eafy and good-natur'd fellow, 
Would a little too oft get a little too mellow. 
Body coachman was he to an eminent brewer- 
No better e'er fat on a- box, to be fure. 
His coach was kept clean, and no mothers or nurfes 
Took that care of their babes that he took of his horfes > 
He had thefe — ay, and fifty good qualities more ; 
But the bufinefs of tippling could ne'er be got o'er ; 
So his mafter efre&ually mended the matter, 
By hiring a man who drank nothing but water. 
" Now, William/' fays he, « you fee the plain ca(e» 
u Had you drank as he does, yo\f &Y£,c^ fc <g*A^RS.* 
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" Drink water !" quoth William — " had all men done fo 

•« You'd never have wanted a coachman I trow, 

« They're foakers, like me, whom you load with 

" reproaches, 
•' That enable you brewers to ride in your coaches.'* 



A 

DESCRIPTION OF THE MORNING. 



W OW hardly here and there -a hackney coach 
Appearing, fhew'd the ruddy morn's approach. 
Now Betty from her mailer's bed had flown, 
And foftly dole to difcompofe her own ; 
The flipftiod 'prentice from his mailer's door 
Had par'd the dirt, and fprinkled round the floor. 
Now Moll had whirl'd her mop with dextrous airs, 
Prepar'd to fcrub the entry and the flairs. 
The youth with broomy flumps began to trace 
The kennel s edge, where wheels had worn the place. 
The fmallcoal-man was heard with cadence deep, 
Till drown'd in fhriller notes of chimney-fweep : 
Duns at his Lordftiip's gate began to meet : 
And brick-duft Moll had fcream'd thro 1 half the ftrect 
The turnkey now his flock returning fees, 
Duly let out a nights to Ileal for fees. 
The watchful bailiffs take their filent Hands, 
And fchool-boys lag with (atttosta vn ^afcvt \»»j& % 
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EPIGRAMS. 



AN opera, like a pill'ry, may be faid, 
To nail our ears down, but expofe our head. 



BY DR. YOUNG. 



AS in fmooth oil the razor beft is whet, 
So wit is by politenefs fharpeft fet ; 
Their want of edge from their offence is feen, 
Both pain us lead when exquifitely keen. 



-LjUCIA thinks happinefs confifts in ftate ; 
She weds an ideot, but (he eats in plate. 



J ACK, eating rotten cheefe, did fay, 
" Like Samfon, I my thoufands flay :" 
" I vow,'* quoth Roger, u fo you do, 
" And with the felf-fame weapon too." 



t^»<^»v©» v * , » v e , » 
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EPIGRAMS. 



AS Sherlock at Temple was taking a boat, 

The waterman afk'd him which way he would float ; 

" Which way !" faid the do&or; « why, fool, with the 

" ftream, 
« To Paul's, or to Lambeth — 'twas all one to him." 



ON A PRELATE'S 

GOING OUT OF CHURCH IN TIME OF DIVINE SERVICE, TO 
WAIT UPON TBI LORD LIEUTENANT OF IRELAND. 



X-iORD Pam in the church (could you think it ?) 

kneel'd down : 
When, told that the Duke was juft come to town, 
His ftation defpifing, unawM by the place, 
He flies from his God to attend on his Grace : 
To the court it was fitter to pay his devotion, 
Since God had no (hare in his lordfhip's promotion. 



1 HE latin word for cold, one aflcM a friend ; 
" It is," faid he— « 'tis at ray finger's end." 
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EPIGRAMS. 



A WELCHMAN and an Englimman difputed, 
Which of their lands maintained the greateft ftate; 

The Engliftiman the Welchman quite confuted, 
The Welchman yet would not his vaunts abate : 

«' Ten cooks," quoth he, « in Wales, one wedding fees.' 1 

" Ay," quoth the other, « each man toafts his cheefe." 



THE WORLD. 



1 HE world's a book, writ by th* eternal art 
Of the great Author ; printed in man's heart : 
*Tis falfely printed, tho* divinely penn'd ; 
And all th' errata will appear at th'end. 



ON 

THE BATTLE OF THE BOOKS. 



SWIFT for the ancients has argued fo well, 
'Tis apparent from thence that the moderns excel. 



<*»t0ttr**w#*0% 
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EPIGRAMS. 



1 HUS with kind words Sir Edward chcer'd his friend: 
w Dear Dick ! thou on my friendfhip may'ft depend ; 
« I know thy fortune is but very fcant ; 
« But, be affur'd, I'll ne'er fee Dick in want." 
Dick's foon confin'd— his friend, no doubt, would free 

him : 
His word he kept — in want he ne'er would fee him. 



FROM THE LATIN. 



UNHAPPY, Dido, was thy fate, 
In firft and fecond wedded ftate ! 
One hufband caus'd thy flight by dying, 
Thy death the other caus'd by flying. 



THE HUMOURIST, 

IMITATED FROM MARTIAL. 



J.N all thy humours, whether grave or mellow, 
Thou'rt fuch a touchy, telky, pleafant fellow, 
Had fo much wit, and mm\i, axA fc^rcck, &»»x <&ro* 
There is no living w\t\v ttee, *«* Wvfcvwa. *«*. 
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EPIGRAMS. 



\V HEN men of infamy to grandeur foar, 
They light a torch to (hew their ftiame the more. 



ON 

THE FUNERAL OF VULTURE HOPKINS. 



AwHAT num'rous lights this wretch's corpfe attend, 
Who, in his life-time, fav'd a candle's end. 



ON THE OFFERING 

MADE BT KINO JAMES I. AT A GRAVE COMEDY, CALLED 
THE MARRIAGE OE ARTS. 



A.T Chrift-Church Marriage, play'd before the king, 
Left thefe learn'd mates mould want an offering, 
The king himfelf did offer — what, I pray ? 
He offer'd, twice or thrice, to go away. 



«#>««M*tt****»» 
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EPIGRAMS. 

X* RIEND, in your epitaphs I'm griev'd, 

So very much is faid : 
One half will never be believ'd, 

The other never read. 



A 

COUNTRY PARSON'S ANSWER 

TO A YOUNG LADY WHO SENT HIM HER COMPLIMENTS 
ON A TEN Or HEARTS. 



lOUR compliments, dear lady, pray forbear ; 
Old Englifh fervieee are more fjnccre. 
You fend ten beards j the tythe is pnjy mine : 
Give me but one, and burn the other nine. 



SRJTJSH ECONOMY. 



IN merry old England it once was a rule, 
The king had his poet, and alfo his fool : 
.But now we're fo frugal, I'd have you to know it, 
Foor Cibbcr nroft fervfcbotkfot ta&w&Sst^RK** 
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EPIGRAMS. 



OO much, my Pope, thy Englifti Iliad charms, 
As pity melts us, or as paffion warms, 
That after ages (hall with wonder feek 
Who 'twas tranflated Homer into Greek. 



FOUND STUCK ON THE STATUE OF THE MOOR WHICH 
SUPPORTS THE SUN-DIAL IN CLEMENTS-INN. 



IN vain, poor fable fon of woe, 

Thou feek'ft the tender tear; 
From thee, in vain, with pangs they flow, 

For mercy dwells not here. 
From cannibals thou fled'ft in vain ; 

Lawyers lefs quarter give; 
The firft won't eat you till you're (lain, 

The laft will do't alive. 



BY HACKETT. 



WHEN Jack was poor, the lad was frank and free ; 

Of late he's grown brimful of pride and pelf; 
You wonder that he don't ttrattcfa&x. tor. \ 

Why fot You fee he laas for&oxYamtoS* 
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EPIGRAMS. 



On Grace, Free-will, and Myft'ries high, 

Two wits harangu'd the table ; 
B ly believes he knows not why, 

N fti fwears 'tis all a fable. 

Peace, ideots, peace ! and both agree ; 

N fh, kifs thy empty brother ; 

Religion laughs at foes like thee, 

But dreads a friend like t'other. 



BY PRIOR. 



1 O John I ow'd great obligation, 
But John unhappily thought fit 

To publifh it to all the nation. 

Sure John and I are more than quit. 



GOOD MUSIC, AND BAD DANCERS. 



JLlOW ill the motion with the mufic fuxts, ^^ 
So Orpheus play'd, and like them danc'd the brutes. 
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TO 

LADY ISABELLA THYNNE, 

CUTTING TREES IN PAPER. 



BY WALLER. 



if AIR handy that can on virgin paper write, 
Yet from the ftain of ink preferve it white ; 
Whofe travel o'er that filver field does fhew 
Like tracts of leverets in morning fnow : 
Love's image thus in pureft minds is wrought, 
Without a fpot or blemifti to the thought. 
Strange, that your fingers mould the pencil foil, 
Without the help of colours or of oil ! 
For tho' a painter boughs and leaves can make, 
'Tis yours alone to make them bend and (hake $ 
Whofe breath falutes your new-created grove, 
Like fouthern winds, and makes it gently move, 
Orpheus could make the foreft dance ; but you 
Can make the motion and the foreft too. 
A poet, when he would defcribe his mind, 
Is, as in language, fo in fame, confin'd : 
Your works are read wherever there are men : 
So far the fciflars goes beyond the pen. 

vol. 11. h 
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ON SOME SNOW 

WHICH MELTED IN A LADT's BREAST. 



1HE envious fnow comes down in haflc 
To prove thy bread lefs fair ; 

But grieves to fee itfelf furpaft, 
And melts into a tear. 



THE 

FRENCH POET. 



AACHEN old Elijah, as the fcriptures fayy 
Triumphant mounted to the realm of day, 
His fpirit doubled, and his cloak befide, 
He gave Eliiha, by long fervice tried. 
Triftan from hence would fain example take 
For honed Quinault, his difciple's fake : 
But this, alas! injurious fate denied. 
For Triftan poorer than a prophet died. 
To Quinault thus the bard expiring fpoke : 
* € > My wit I leave thee — but I have no cloaks* 



\ 



POETICAL FARRAGO. 99 



BY WALLER. 



THYRSIS, a youth of the infpir'd train 
Fair Sacharifla lov'd, but lov'd in vain : 
Like Phoebus fung the no lefs am'rous boy ; 
Like Daphne (he, as lovely and as coy. 
With numbers he the flying nymph purfues, 
With numbers fuch as Phoebus' felf might ufe ; 
All but the nymph who mould redrefs his wrong, 
Attend his paffion, and approve his fong : 
_ Like Phoebus thus acquiring unfought praife, 
He catch'd at love, and fill'd his arms with bays. 



BY PRIOR. 



ON his death-bed poor Simon lies, 

His fpoufc is in defpair ; 
With frequent fobs and mutual cries 

They both exprefs their care. 
« A diff 'rent caufe/' fays Parfon Sly, 

« The fame effect may give ; 
« Poor Simon fears that he (hail die,, 

« His wife — that he may live." 
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LINES 

WRITTEN ON THE BID-CHAMBER DOOR OR CHARLES II, 



BT ROCHESTER. 



HERE lies our fov*reign lord the king, 
Whofe word no man relies on ; 

He never fays a foolifh thing, 
Nor ever does a wife one* 



BY WALLER. 



WERE men fo doll they could not fee 
That Lyce painted ; fhould they flee 
Like fimple birds into a net, 
So grofsly woven and ill-fet ; 
Her own teeth would undo the knot, 
And let all go that (he had got. 
Thefe teeth my Lyce muft not (hew, 
If me would bite : her lovers, though 
Like birds they ftoop at feeming grapes, 
Are difabus'd when firft ftie gapes : 
The rotten bones difcover'd there, 
Shew 'tis a painted fepulchre. 
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LINES 

WRITTEN IN A WINDOW OP THE T^WIR, OVER THE 

NAME OF R. WALPOLE, CONFINED IN THE 

SAME ROOM, ANNO DOM. IJHi 



BT LANSDOWNE. 



CrOOD unexpe&ed, evil unforefcen, 
Appears by turns, as Fortune (hifts the fcene : 
Some rais'd aloft come tumbling down amain ; 
And fall fo hard, they bound and rife again. 



THE MANCHESTER MILLERS, 

NAMED BONE AND SKIN. 



BT BYROM. 



-DONE and Skin, two millers thin, 
Would ftarve us all, or near it : 

But be it known to Skin and Bone 
That flefh and blood can't bear it* 
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SUICIDE. 
BT DR. SBWEL. 



VV HEN all the blandifhments of life are gone, 
The coward fneaks to death, the brave live on. 



BY BANKS. 



Y OUNG Courtly takes me for a dunce ; 
For all night long I fpoke not once : 
On better grounds I think him fuch t 
He fpoke but once, yet once too much. 



BY LORD HERVEY. 



PoSSESS'D of one great hall for ftate, 
Without one room to fleep or eat : 
How well you build, let flatt'ry tell, 
And all mankind how ill you dwell. 



<*****«***** V 



POETICAL FARRAGO. IOJ 



THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN 

THE ANCIENTS AND MODERNS. 



OOME for the ancients zealoufly declare, 

Others our modern wits are fools, aver : 

A third affirms, that they are much the fame, 

And differ only as to time and name : 

Yet fure one more diftin&ion may be told, 

Thofe once were new, but thefe will ne'er be old. 



TO MR. POPE, 

ON HIS EPITAPH ON MR, GAY. 



BY LORD ORRERY. 



EnTOMB'D with kings tho' Gay's cold afhes lie, 
A nobler monument thy drains fupply. 
Thy matchlefs mufe, ftill faithful to thy friend, 
By courts unaw'd, his virtues dares commend. 
Lamented Gay ! forget thy treatment paft, 
Look down, and fee thy merit crown'd at laft. 
A deftiny more glorious who can hope ? 
Jn life belov'd, in death bemoan'd by Pope. 
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©N 

THE QUEEN'S GROTTO AT RICHMOND. 



jLEWIS the living genius fed, 
And rais'd the fcientific head ; 
Our Queen, more frugal of her meat, 
Raifes thofe heads which cannot eat. 



BY A PORTER, ON THE GIN ACT. 

TO A GREAT MAN. 



, W HY will you make us coolly think ? 
If you would govern, we rouft drink. 



TO ZOILUS, 

BY JOSIAH RELPH. 



W ITH induftry I fpread your praife, 
With equal you my cenfure blaze ; 
But, faith ! 'tis all in vain we do, 
The world nor credits me nor you. 



Vtf-.v^v^v^o-^^* 
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SCOTLAND. 

IT CLEVELAND. 



HAD Cain been a Scot, God would have alter'd his 

doom; 
Not forc'd him to wander, but confin'd him at home. 



BY PRIOR. 



JL HUS to the mufes fpoke the Cyprian dame ; 

€i Adorn my altars, and revere my name ; 

" My fon fhall elfe aflume his potent darts, 

€i Twang goes the bow ! my girls, have at your hearts t" 

The mufes anfwer'd — (t Venus, we deride 

cc The vagrant's malice, and his mother's pride. 

** Send him to nymphs who fleep in Ida's (hade, 

" To the loofe dance, and wanton mafquerade : 

« Our thoughts are fettled, and intent our look 

u On the inftru&ive verfe and moral book ; 

a On female idlenefs his pow'r relies, 

« But when he finds us ftudying hard he flies*' 1 
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BY AARON HULL. 



TENDER-handcd ftrokc a nettle, 

And it flings you for your pains ; 
Grafp it like a man of mettle. 

And it foft as filk remains* 
*Tis the fame with common natures : 

Ufe 'em kindly, they rebel ; 
But, be rough as nutmeg-graters, 

And the rogues obey you well. 



ON 

THE DEATH OF A LADY'S CAT. 

BT HARRISON. 



AND is Mifs Tabby from the world retir'd ? 
And are her lives, all her nine lives expir'd ? 
What founds fo moving, as her own, can tell 
How Tabby died, how full of play fhe fell ? 
Begin, ye tuneful nine, a mournful ft rife, 
And ev'ry mufe (hall celebrate a life. 
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ON MICHAEL ANGELO'S 

FAMOUS PIECE OF THE CRUCIFIXION, WHO STABB'd A 
PERSON THAT HE MIGHT DO IT MORE -NATURALLY, 



BY DR. YOUNG. 



W HILST his Redeemer on the canvas dies, 

Stabb'd at his feet his brother welt'ring lies : 

The daring artift, cruelly ferene, 

Views the pale cheek, and the diftorted mien ; 

He drains off life by drops ; and, deaf to cries, 

Examines ev'ry fpirit as it flies ; 

He ftudies torment, dives in mortal woe, 

To roufe up ev'ry pang repeats the blow ; 

Each rifing agony, each dreadful grace, 

Yet warm tranfplanting to his Saviour's face. 

O glorious theft ! O nobly wicked draught ! 

With its full charge of death each feature fraught 1 

Such wondrous force the magic colours boaft, 

From his own (kill he ftarts in horror loft. 



JEALOUSY. 



1 O bedlam with him : is he {o\m& m m\iA% 
Who dill is /eeking what he would nox. faA* 
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BY POPE. 



GREAT Villers' fate fage Cutler could forefee ; 
And well, he thought, advis'd him — t( Live like me. ,f 
As well his Grace replied — €t Like you, Sir John f 
« That I can do when all I have is gone." 



THE 

GIANT ANGLING; 



JlaIS angle-rod made of a fturdy oak, 
His line a cable, which in ftorms ne'er broke ; 
His hook he baited with a dragon's tail, 
And fat upon a rock, and bobb'd for whale. 



BY 

LEONARD WELSTEAD. 



1 OWE, fays Thomas, much to Peter's care ; 
Once only feen, he ehofe me for his heir ; 
True, Thomas ; hence your fortunes take their rife : 
His heir you were not, Y&& Y& fae& yst txtvae* 
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BY AARON HILL. 



XxOW is the world deceiv'd by noifc and (how ! 
Alas ! how diff 'rent, to pretend and know ! 
Like a poor highway brook, pretence runs loud : 
Buttling, but (hallow, dirty, weak, and proud. 
While like fome nobler ftreara true knowledge glides, 
Silently ftrong, and its deep bottom hides* 



TO 

THE REVEREND MR. MURDOCH, 

RECTOR OF STRADISHALL, SUFFOLK. 



BY THOMSOK. 



THUS fafely low, my friend, thou canft not fall ; 
Here reigns a deep tranquillity o'er all ; 
No noife, no care, no vanity, no ftrife ; 
Men, woods, and fields, all breathe untroubled life : 
Then keep each paflion down, however dear ; 
Truft me, the tender are the moft fevere. 
Guard, while 'tis thine, thy philofophic eafe. 
And a(k no joy but that of virtuous peace ; 
That bids defiance to the ftorms of fate ; 
High blifs k only for a higher tote* 
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BY DR. KENRJCK. 



THE great, good man, whom Fortune will difplace,. 

May into fcarcencfs fall, but not difgrace. 

His facred perfon none will dare profane ; 

He may be poor, but never can be mean. 

He holds his value with the wife and good, 

And proftrate feems as great as when he flood. 

So ruin'd temples holy awe difpenfe, 

They lofe their height, but keep their reverence i 

The pious crowd the piles tho' fallen deplore, 

And what they fail to raife they (till adore. 



BY 

SIR SAMUEL GARTH, 



CAN you count the filver lights 

That deck the ikies, and cheer the nights \ 

Or the leaves that ftrew the vales, 

When groves are ftript by winter gales 2 

Or the drops that in the morn 

Hang with tranfparent pearl the thorn;. 

Or bridegroom's joys, or mifer's cares, 

Or gamefter's oaths, or hermit's prayers ;. 

Or envy's pangs, ot Yon*. 1 * daxraa* 

Or. Marlbro's afts, ox 'Nk&j't &*aaA 
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THE 

ROYAL KNOTTER. 

B7 SIR CHARLES SEDLET. 



AH, happy people ! ye muft thrive,. 
While thus the royal pair does ftrive 

Both to advance your glory ; 
While he by's valour conquers France, 
She manufactures does advance, 

And makes thread-fringes for ye. 

Bleft we ! who from fuch queens are freed* 
Who, by vain fuperftition led, 

Are always telling beads : 
But here's a queen now, thanks to God, 
Who, when (he rides in coach abroad, 
Is always knotting threads. 

Then hade, victorious Nafiau, hafte ; 
And when thy fummer (how is pad, 

Let all thy trumpets found : 
The fringe which this campaign has wrought*. 
Though *t coft the nation fcarce a groat, 
Thy conquefts will furround. 
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THE 
MISER'S FEAST. 



HlS chimney fmokes ! it is fome omen dire ! 
His neighbours are alarm M ; and cry out, Fire ! 



DEAN SWIFT'S CURATE. 



I MARCH'D three miles thro' fcorching fand> 

With zeal in heart, and notes in hand;. 

I rode four more to great St. Mary ; 

Ufing four legs when two were weary* 

To three fair virgins I did tie men, * 

In the clofe bands of pleafing Hymen; 

I dipt two babes in holy water, 

And purified their mothers after. 

Within an hour and eke an half, 

I preach'd three congregations deafj 

While tjiund'ring out with lungs long-winded, 

I chopt fo fad, that few there minded. 

My emblem, the laborious fun, 

Saw all thefe mighty labours done, 

Before one race of his was run. 

All this perform'd by Robert Hewit ; 

What mortal elfe could e,'« gp tktcw^\ \v\ 



! 



POETICAL FARRAGO* II3 



WHAT'S HONOUR? 



NOT to be captious, not unjuftly fight ; 

*Tis to confefs what's wrong, and do what's right. 



THE 

DOCTOR AND THE PATIENT- 



SLEPT you well ? « Very well." My draught did 

good. 
« It did no harm : for yonder it hath flood." 



THE 

POWER OF TIME. 

BT SWIFT. 

JF neither brafs nor marble can withftand 
The mortal force of Time's deftru&ive hand : 
If mountains fink to vales, if cities die, 
And lefs'ning rivers mourn their fountains dry — 
"•When my old caffock," faid a Welch divine, 
w Is out at elbows, why fhould I repine ?" 

vor.i ii. I 
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ON A FAN 

WHICH BORE THE 8T0RT OP CEPHALUS AND FROCEIS, 
WITH THIS MOTTO, " AURA VE»I." 



COME, gentle air, th'^olian fhepherd faid, 

While Prccris panted in the fecret (hade ; 

Come, gentle air, the fairer Delia cries, 

While at her feet her fwain expiring lies : 

Lo ! the glad gales o'er all her beauties ftray, 

Breathe on her lips, and in her bofom play ; 

In Delia's hand this toy is fatal found, 

Nor could that fabled dart more furely wound ; 

Both gifts deftruflive to the givers prove, 

Alike both lovers fall by thofe they love : 

Yet guiltlefs too this bright deftroyer lives, 

At random wounds, nor knows the wound (he gives : 

She views the ilory with attentive eyes, 

And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 



THE DUKE OF CH S. 

BY SWIFT. 



J AMES B s was the Dean's familiar friend ;. 

James grows a Duke : their friendfhip here mull end. 

Surely the Dean defexvts a fare, rcbuke, 

From knowing James, to fay Y^^om * &&& % 
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BY 
LORD LANSDOWNE. 



BELIEVE me, Chloe, thofe perfumes, that coft 
Such fums to fweeten thee, is treafure loft ; 
Not all Arabia would fufficient be ; 
Thou fmell'ft not of thy fweets, they ftink of thee. 



TO MR. POPE, 

ON HIS DUNCIAD. 



JL HE raven, rook, and pert jackdaw, 

Tho* neither birds of moral kind, 
Yet ferve, if hang'd, or ftufFd with ftraw, 

To fliew us which way blows the wind. 
Thus dirty knaves, or cbatt'ring fools, 

Strung lip by dozens in thy lay, 
Teach more by half than Dennis' rules, 

And point inftruction ev'ry way. j 
With Egypt's art thy pen may drive* 

One potent drop let this but fhed, 
And ev'ry rogue that flunk alive 

Becomes a precious mummy dead* 



•^ ^tf-0*^*-^ 
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BY DEAN SWIFT. 



DEAF, giddy, helplefs, left alone, 
To all my friends a burthen grown : 
No more I hear my church's bell 
Than if it rang out for my knell : 
At thunder now no more I ftart 
Than at the rumbling of a cart : 
Nay, what's incredible, alack ! 
I hardly hear a woman's clack. 



ON A BEE 

• TZFLEO IN HONEY. 



X* ROM flow'r to flow'r, with eager pains. 

See the bleft bufy lab'rer fly; 
When all that from her toil (he gains, 

Is in the fweets (he hoards to die* 
'Tis thus, would man the truth believe, 

With life's foft fweets, each fav'rite joy •.- 
If we tafte wifely they relieve, 

But, if we plunge too deep, deftroy. 



POETICAL FARRAGO. Ilf 



OK 
MR. POPE'S DEATH. 



A.RISK, ye glimmering ftars of wit! 
For, lo ! the Sun of Verfe is fet. 



BY JOSIAH RELPH. 



No, Varus hates a thing that's bafe ; 

I own indeed he's got a knack 
Of flatt'ring people to their face, 

But fcorns to do't behind their back. 



BY DR. SWIFT. 



AS Thomas was cudgell'd one day by his wife, 
He took to his heels, and he ran for his life. 
Tom's three deareft friends came by in the fquabble, 
And fcreen'd him at once from the (hrew and the rabble ; 
Then ventured to give him fome wholefome advice ; 
But Tom is a fellow of honour fo nice, 
Too proud to take counfel, too wife to take warning, 
That he fent to all three a challenge next morning 
He fought with all three •, thnc& \«d»m! ^^^ n 
Then went home, and wa& «*&£&'& i^^^ 
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THE 
COMMONS' PETITION 

TO KINO CHARLES THE SECOND* 



IT ROCHESTER. 



IN all humility we crave 
Our fovereign may be our flave ; 
And humbly beg that he may be 
Betray'd by us moft loyally. 
And if he pleafe once to lay down 
His fceptre, dignity, and crown, 
We'll make him, for the time. to corner 
The greateft prince in Chriftendom, 



THE KING'S ANSWER. 



CHARLES, at this time having no need, 
Thanks you as much as if he did* 



ON 

THE STATUE OF NIOBE. 

FROM THE GREEK. 



To ftone the Go&sYvavt c\^&W^xsAt^^a 
The iculptor's a ttb^m^^\^^t^^&^%^^ 



POETICAL FARRAGO* If 9 



TO 
A YOUNG GENTLEMAN. 



NATURE has done her part : do thou but thine ; 
Learning and fenfe let decency refine. 
For vain applaufe tranfgrefs not virtue's rules : 
A witty finner is the worft of fools. 



ON 

PLUTARCH'S STATUE. 

FROM THE GREEK. 



BY DRTDEN. 



WlSE, honeft Plutarch ! to thy deathlefs prarfe 
The fons of Rome this grateful ftatue raife : 
For why? both Greece and Rome thy fame have fhar'd> 
Their heroes written, and their lives compar'd. 
But thou thyfelf couldft never write thy own ; 
Their lives had parallels— but thine has none» 
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TO 

THE LORD CHANCELLOR KING ; 

ALLUDING TO BIS MOTTO, * LABOR IPS* VOXUPTAt." 



TlS not the fplendor of the place, 
The gilded coach, the purfc, the mace, 
And all the pompous train of ftate, 
With crowds which at the levee wait, 
That make you happy, make yon great : 
But when mankind you drive to blefs, 
With all the talents you poffefs ; 
When all the joys you can receive 
Flow from the benefits you give : 
This takes the heart, this conquers fpite, 
And makes the heavy burden light : 
True pleafure, rightly understood, 
Is only labour to do good* 



} 



LINES 

WRITTEN IN A LADY'S MILTON. 



BY PRIOR. 



WlTH virtue ftrong as yours had Eve been arrri'cl, 
In vain the fruit had blufti'd, pr ferpent charm'd : 
Nor had our blifs by perAt«icfc\*^\^^.-^ 
Nor had frail Adam fe\\— *ox IKta*™*. 
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FROM THE GREEK. 

: IT PRIOR, 



DEMOCRITUS, dear droll ! rcvifit earth, 
And with our follies glut thy heighten'd mirth.: 
Sad Heraclitus, ferious wretch ! return, 
In louder grief our greater crimes to mourn. 
Between you both, I unconcern'd ftand by ; ' 
Hurt, can I laugh ? and honed, need I cry ? 



'A 

CHARACTER OF AN OLD RAKE. 



ScORN'D by the wife, detefted by the good, 
Nor understanding aught, nor underllood ; 
Profane, obfeene, loud, frivolous, and pert ; 
Proud without fpirit, vain without defert,; 
AfFe&ing paffions vice has long fubdued ; 
Defperately gay, and impotently lewd ; 
And, as thy weak companions round thee fit, 
For eminence in folly deem'd a wit. 



4**#**X*V**<*1 



POSSESSION OF ROBERT HANLEY, £Sq. 

IjLEST art, whofe magic to the parent's eye 
The fading fcenes of memory can fupply ; 
The lover oft, by thy bold hand pourtray'd, 
Views the foft femblance of his abfent maid ; 
Oft checks the tender throb, the ftruggling figh, 
And wipes the tear from fad afflidlion's eye ; 
Through thee her glance and dimpled cheek beguile, 
Return his longing look, and feem to fmile ; 
Through thee he lulls his wayward thoughts to reft, 
And calms the rifing tumult of his breaft. - 



TO CUPID. 

BY LORD LYTTELTON. 



JL O him whofe genial wines outfpread 
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To him whofe mild, whofc puiflant fway, 

The varied world obeys, 
To Love, I raife the votive lay, 

To Love I give the bays* 



VERSES 

ADDRESSED TO THE REV. DR. LANGHORNE, WITH A PRE- 
SENT OF A COLD-HEADED CANE, ON WHICH WAS 
THE FOLLOWING MOTTO," I SECUNDO -OMINt." 



BY MR. PORTAL; 



GO, (lender token of my great regard, 
Nor doubt acceptance from the gentle bard; 
With happy omens on his fteps attend, 
And bear him all the wifhes of his friend : 
Go, and when kindly honour'd by his hand, 
Be thine the virtues of the magic wand ; 
Eager to ferve, the young defire fupply, 
And catch th'idea kindling in his eye. 
Oft as he lightly lifts thee from the ground, 
Let pleafures, wealth, and honours rife around, 
Let love, let friendfhip grace the blifsful fcene* 
Nor danger, care, nor forrow intervene. 
This be thy talk for him, — for me remains 
A butwefs worthy of thy noVAsflt \>itt&* 
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Whene'cx his friendly touch (hall greet thy head, 
Through all his veins thy potent influence fhed ; 
With fancy's pencil tinge each vital part, 
And form the donor's image on his heart* 



LINES 

<ON THE BURNING OP LORD MANSPIRLO'S LIBRARY, 

TOGETHER WITH HIS M.S. 3. BY THE MOB, 

IN THE MONTH OP JUNE, I780. 



BY WILLIAM COWFER, ESQ^. OP THE INNER TEMPLE. 



J^O then— the vandals of our ifle, 
Sworn foes to fenfe and law, 

Hare burnt to duft a nobler pile 
Than ever Roman faw. 

And Murray fighs o'er Pope and Swift, 
And many a treafure more, 

The weil-judg'd purchafe, and the gift. 
That grae'd his letter'd ftore. 

Their pages mangled, burnt, and torn, 

The lofs was bis alone, 
JBut ages yet to come (hall mourn 

The buoung;of his own* 
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ON FRIENDSHIP. 

B7 OR. JOHNSON. 



FRIENDSHIP ! peculiar boon of heav'n, 
The noble mind's delight and pride, 

To men and angels only giv'n, 
To all the lower world deny'd j 

While love, a ftranger to the bleft, 
Parent of thoufand wild defires, 

The human and the favage bread: 
Inflames alike with raging fires* 

With bright, but oft definitive gleam> 
Alike o'er all his lightnings fly ; 

Thy lambent glories only beam 
Around the fav'rites of the iky. 

Dire&refs of the brave and juft, 

O guide me through life's darkfome way, 
And let the tortures of miftruft 

On felfifh bofoms only prey* 

Thy gentle flows of guiltlefs joys 
On fools and villains ne'er defcend ; 

In vain for thee the monarch fighs, 
And hugs a flatterer for a friend. 
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When virtues kindred virtues meet, 
And fifter fouls together join, 

Thy pleafurcs, permanent as great* 
Are all tranfporting, all divine. 

Oh, mud their ardours ceafe to glow 
When fouls to blifsful climes remove ! 

What rais'd our virtues here below, 
Shall aid our happinefs above. 



INSCRIPTION 

FOR WARWICK CASTLE. 



BY MR. GARRICK. 



WHEN Neville, the flout Earl of Warwick, liv'd 
here, 

Three oxen for breakfaft were flain ; 
And ftrangers were welcome to feaft and good cheer, 

Nay, invited again and again. 

But his nerves are fo weak, and his fpirits fo low, 

This Earl with no oxen will feed 'em ; 
And all of the former fine doings we know, 

Is— -he gives u% a book* and \*r* tead 'em. 
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LINES 

ON BEARINO A PERSON DECLAIM AGAINST ADMITTING 
WOMEN TO GOVERN* 



•T FLORIFER. 



lOU fay a female fhould not, cannot fway, 
Becaufe (you urge) her reafon's weak ; 

Becaufe (he's led by whim or love away, 
But know — the bees againft you fpeak. 



AN 

EPISTLE FROM DR. GARTH TO MR. GAY. 

ANACREONTIC. 



WHEN Fame did o'er the fpacious plains 

The lays (he once had learn'd, repeat : 
And liften'd to the tuneful ftrains, 

And wonder'd who could fing fo fwect : 
•Twas thus. The Graces held the lyre, 

Th' harmonious frame the Mufes fining, 
The Loves and Smiles compos'd the choir ; 

And Gay tranferib'd what Pha&u% faw^ % 
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AN EPISTLE 

IIOM Ml. OAT TO THE LEARNED AND INOtNIOUJ MU 

COWARD, AUTHOR OF " LICENTIA POETIC A DISCUSSED, 

u OR THE TRU1 TRST OF POETRY, I709." 



THE vulgar notion of poetic fire % 

Is, that laborious art can ne'er afpire* ( 

Nor conftant ftudies the bright bays acquire ; j 

And that high flights the unborn bard receives. 
And only nature the due laurel gives : 
But you, with innate fhining flames endow'd, 
To wide Caftalian fprings point out the God $ 
Through your perfpedlive we can plainly fee 
The new difcover'd road of poetry ; 
To deep Parnaflus you direcl the way, 
So fmooth, that venturous travellers cannot ftray ; 
But, with unerring Heps, rough ways difdain, 
And, by you led, the beauteous fummit gain, 
Where polifh'd lays (hall raife their growing fames, 
And with their tuneful guide enrol their honour'cL 
names. 



**0*0**0^&*&*-&* 
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GRACE. 

•T MR. GARRICK. 



Y E beaux efprits, fay, what is Grace i 
Dwells it in motion, fhape, or face ? 
Or is it all the three combined, 
Guided and foften'd by the mind ? 
Where it is not all eyes may fee ; 
But where it is all hearts agree : 
'Tis there, when, eafy in its ftate, 
The mind is elegantly great ; 
Where looks give fpeech to every feature, 
The fweeteft eloquence of nature ; 
A harmony of thought and motion, 
To which at once we pay devotion. 
But where to find this nonpareil ! 
Where does this female wonder dwell, 
Who can at will our hearts command ? 
Behold in public — C umberland! 



QUID SIT FUTURUM CRAS FUGE QUJERERE. 

BY PRIOR. 



X* OR what to-morrow (hall difclofe 
May fpoil what you to-night propofe: 
England may change ; or Chios faay • 
Love and life are for to-day. 
vol. i/ # t 



I3O POETICAL FARRAGO* 



EPIGRAM. 

IT M|L. GEORGE EAR0J7HAR. 



NATURE'S chief gifts unequally arc carv'd ; 
She forfeits fome, while many more are ftarv'd ; 
Her bread, her wine, her gold, and what before 
Was common good, is now made private ftore. 
Nothing that's good we have among us common, 
But all poffefs that common ill— a woman. 



EPIGRAM 

ON THE RIDING HOUSE AT DUBLIN, TURNED 
INTO A CHAPEL* 



BT THE SAME. 



A CHAPEL of the Riding-houfe is made : 
Thus Chrift we once more fee in manger laid j 
Where we Hill find the jockey trade fupply'd* 
The laymen bridled % and the clergy ride. 



*o^ *oo^*o*%©'% 



POETICAL FARRAGO* I31 



LINES 

WRITTEN ON THE BACK OF A YOUNG LADY'S PAN, WHOSE 
DEVICE WAS A MONKEY WEIGHING IN A PAIR ] 09 , 
SCALES A BEAU AGAINST A FEATHER, THE LATTER 
OF WHICH SEKM'D TO PREPONDERATE. 



BY JOHN FREE, D.D. 



OTILL to her gen'rous mind may fops appear 
Light as a feather, empty as the air ! 
And as her lovely hands thy leaves difplay, 
Good fan, for ever blow thofe fops away. 



LINES 

UPON BEING STUNG IN THE FACE BY A BEE, WHOSE STING 
WAS TAKEN OUT BY A YOUNG LADY. 



BY THE SAME. 



IN vain my little foe inflifts the fount* 
For Parthenifla draws the venom'd dart. 
Her hand can inftantaneous eafe reftore, 
And add a thoufand joys unfelt before* 
Whilft the poor infecl by the wound he gave. 
Sickens to death, and makes his cs&\n& 3pa*% 
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Thus by their malice be my foes fubdued, 
Or made by heav'n the inftruments of good : 
And thro* my life be this my lot — to feel 
Joys from each fmari, and good o'erpaying ///. 



A 

REASONABLE AFFLICTION. 

BT PRIOR. 



Jr ROM her own native France as old Alifon paft, 
She reproach'd Englifti Nell with negledl or with malice, 
That the flattern had left in the hurry and hade, 
Her lady's complexion and eye-brows at Calais. 



IN 

IMITATION OF ANACREON. 

BY THE SAME. 



-LET 'em cenfure : what care I ? 
The herd of critics I defy. 
Let the wretches know I write 
Regardlefs of their grace or fpite. 
No, no : the fair, the gay, the young 
Govern the ixumbra oi xx^ fo&%% 
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All that they approve is fweet, 
And all is fenfe that they repeat. 
Bid the warbling Nine retire ; 
Venus, firing thy fervant's lyre : 
Love (hall be my endlefs theme ; 
Pleafure (hall triumph over fame : 
And when thefe maxims I decline, 
Apollo, may thy fate be mine : 
May I grafp at empty praife, 
And lofe the nymph to gain the bays* 



A 

DUTCH PROVERB. 



FlRE, water, woman, are man's ruin : 

Says wife profefTor Vander Bruin, 

By flames a houfe I hir'd was loft 

Laft year, and I mud pay the coft. 

This fpring the rains o'erflow'd my ground ; 

And my bed Flanders mare was drown'd. 

A (lave am I to Clara's eyes; 

The gypfy knows her pow'r, and fires* 

Fire, water, woman are my ruin : 

And thy great wifdom, Vander Bruin. 
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THE EYE-BROW. 

BY PRIOR. 



HER eyebrow-box one morning loft, 

(The beft of folks are oft'neft croft) 

Sad Helen thus to Jenny faid, 

Her carelefs but a {Rifted maid ; 

" Put me to bed, then, wretched Jane ; 

" Alas ! when (hall I rife again ? 

« I can behold no mortal now : 

t( For what's an eye without a brow ?" 



ON 

THE SAME SUBJECT. 

BT THE SAME. 



IN a dark comer of the houfe 

Poor Helen fits, and fobs, and cries : 
She will not fee her loving fpoufe, 
Nor her more dear piquet allies : 
Unlefs (he finds her eyebrows, 
She'll e'er weep out her eyes. 



<*-.v?ivttv?*»» 
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ANOTHER. 

BY THE SAME* 



HELEN was juft flipt into bed, 
Her eyebrows on the toilet lay : 

Away the kitten with them fled, 
As fees belonging to her prey. 

For this misfortune carelefs Jane 
Aflure yourfelf was loudly rated ; 

And Madam getting up again. 
With her own hand the moufe-trap baited* 

On little things, as fages write, 

Depends our human joy, or forrow : 

If we don't catch a moufe to-night, 
Alas ! no -eyebrow for to-morrow. 



PHILLIS'S AGE. 

BY THE SAMS. 



HOW old may Phillis be, you afk, 
Whofe beauty thus all hearts engage* 

fo anfwer is no eafy talk ; 
For fhe has really two agw. 
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Stiff in brocade, and pinch'd in ftays, 
Her patches, paint, and jewels on 5 

All day let envy view her face, 
And Phillis is but twenty one. 

Paint, patches, jewels, laid afide, 
At night aftronomers agree. 

The evening has the day bely'd ; 
And Phillis is fome forty-three. 



THE 

CRITICAL MOMENT. 

BT THI SAME. 



JxOW capricious were nature and art to poor Nell ; 
She was painting her cheeks at the time her nofe fell* 

EPIGRAM. 

TO THE DUKE DE NOAILLES. 



BY THE SAME. 



VAIN the concern which you exprefs, 
That uncaird Alard will poflefs 

Your houfe and coach, both day and night; 
^nd that Macbeth vmYto\*axjt\\Rfo 
By Banquo's ttAlefe f(u\ft« 
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With fifteen thoufand pounds a year, 
Do you complain, you cannot bear 

An ill, you may fo foon retrieve ? 
Good Alard; faith, is modeller 

By much, than you believe. 

Lend him but fifty louis d'or ; 
And you (hall never fee him more : 

Take the advice, probatum eft. 
Why do the Gods indulge our ftore, 

But to fecure our reft ? 



TO 

THE LADY ELIZABETH HARLEY, 

SINCE MARCHIONESS OP CARMARTHEN, ON A COLUMN 
OF HER DRAWING* 



BT THE SAME, 



W HEN future ages (hall with wonder view 
Thefe glorious lines which Harley's daughter drew* 
They (hall confefs that Britain could not raife 
A fairer column to the father's praife. 
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ON 
TWO CHARACTERS OF THE SAME NAME. 



JL O rob the public two contraflors come, 
One cheats in corn, the other cheats in rum ; 
Which is the greater, if you can, explain, 
A rogue mfpirit, or a rogue in grain ? 



EXTEMPORE, 

ON HEARING THAT MR. GILBERT, AT THE DESIRE OF 

MR. PITT, HAD DEPRIVED THE MAIDS OF HONOUR 

OF THE CANDLES WHICH USED TO LIGHT 

THEM TO BED. 



JL HE older Pitt, replete with manly pride, 
To fave his country, fpread his conquefts wide ; 
But Pitt the younger cribs from what we fpend, 
And hopes to fave his country with a — candle's end, 



EPIGRAM. 



' BROTHER bucks, your glafles drain :"— 

" Tom, 'tis ftrong, and fparkling red." 
t( Never fear — 'twoxvt tw^Vtk<j brain \" 
** No — that's ttU*— \>\A'XW\^0\tt bead:* 
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ON 

THE OPENING OF AN ACADEMY 

BY MESSRS. DUKE AND HART, FOR THE PURPOSE OF 
TEACHING GROWN GENTLEMEN TO DANCE. 



BY GARRICK. 



MARSEILLES no more muft boaft his art, 
Which forms the youth of France ; 

For you inftru&, great Duke and Hart, 
Grown gentlemen to dance. 

He only bends the pliant twig ; 

You ftrike a bolder ftroke ; 
You foften rocks, make mountains jig, 

And bend the knotted oak ! 



EPIGRAM. 



ANDREWS, 'tis faid, a comedy has writ, 
Replete throughout with novelty and wit. 
If it have nvit — to both will I a^itfc \ 
For wit from Andrews muft. \rc no^eltj* 



i 



I^O POETICAL FARRAGO. 



ON 
THE DUCHESS OF DEVONSHIRE'S 

CANVASSING *OR MR. FOX. 



ARRAY'D in matchlefs beauty, Devon's fair, 
In Fox's favor takes a zealous part ; 

But, oh ! where'er the pilf'rer comes, beware ! 
Shefupplicates a vote, and fteah a heart. 



TO 

. A YOUNG LADY, 

WITH A PRINT OP VINUS ATTIRED BT THE GRACES. 



1 HAT far fuperior is thy ftate, 
E'en envy muft agree ; 

On thee a thoufand Graces wait, 
On Venus only three. 



EPIGRAM. 



MlDAS, they fay, poffefs'd the art of old, 
Of turning whatfoe'er he touch'd to gold ; 
This, modern ftate{mtn can. tw*fem^t»Sfc\ 
Touch them with gold, thtf II turn to n»Wt 3 *u tM<* 
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ON 
LORD OXFORD'S ADVANCEMENT. 



X HCEBUS, his courfe of duty run, 
Setting, becomes a rifing fun. 
The luminary of our fries 
Like Phoebus only fets to rife. 



For the following Jeux d'Efprit from the Greek, *we 
are indebted to the ingenious Tranjlator of « Epigrams 
J elefied from the Compilation of Rich. Fu Phil. Brunk, 
fublified at Strajburg, 1773." 



FROM MELEAGER. 

TO A LADY SINGING. 



BY Pan, your voice, my charming maid, 
O'erwhelms my fenfes with delight ; 

By Nature's partial hand pourtray'd, 
Nor lefs your form enchants my fight. 

Two pleafures, feizing thus my heart, 
One moment of calm peace deny : 
For, whiJft your notes fucVi joy* UN£&tt % 
Dear girl, I hear, I gaze, I difcl 
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FROM THE SAME. 

CUPID'S FLIGHT. 



"WHOE'ER the God of Love has fcen, 
Muft know the wanderer I mean ; 
That fierce impetuous boy, who fled 
This morning early from his bed. 
His tears flow gently ; and his tongue 
Moft glibly ; with two wings, is hung 
• A quiver on his back ; his air 
Intrepid ; in his fmiles appear 
Deceit and archnefs ; who his fire 
We know not, and in vain enquire ; 
Neither the (ky, the fea, or earth, 
Gave this infidious urchin birth.— 
Hated by all, to all a foe. 
E'en now he pulls his fatal bow : 
I fee the rogue in ambulh lies, 
Lancing his darts from Clara's eyes. 

FROM ARCHIAS. 

ON AN ECHO. 



JN O more the fportive Echo chide, 
O fwain, with notes by you fupply'd ; 
Whilft thus my m\m\e Wvcfclxrj \ 
If you are filent, fo aml% 
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FROM ARCHELAUS. 

ON THE STATUE OP ALEXANDER THE GREAT* 
BY LYSIPPUS. 



OEE Philip's fon with dignity appear, 
With lion front, and proud imperial air : 
Hear him exclaim, upturn'd his piercing eye, 
The earth is mine ! — Jove, govern thou the Iky ! 



FROM PTOLEMY. 

ON ASTRONOMY. 



1 HO* but the being of a day, 
When T yon planet's courfe furvey, 

This earth I then defpife — 
Near Jove' eternal throne I (land, 
And quaff from an immortal hand 

The nedar of the Ikies. 



^■^^v^^v^vdn 
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TH* / 

SPEECH OF DIOGENES TO CHARON. * 



INTERN guardian of this gloomy (bore, 

Quick pufti thy crazy bark afloat ; 
From yonder world no joys I bore, 

Old Charon, to retard thy boat : 
A ftafF, a tub, a flout warm veft, 

Were all my ftore, and all my gains : 
Come, ferryman, admit your gueft, 

And take this penny for your pains. 



MYRINUS. 

ON RURAL TRANQUILLITY. 



XHYRSIS, to whom the village maids 

Their wandering flocks aflign ; 
Beneath this pine's embowering (hades 

Lies funk in fleep and wine. 
The fhepherd's crook fee Cupid take, 

As guardian of the fold. 
Hafte, nymphs, the drowfy fwain awake, 

And bid the youth be bold : 
Nor let yon famifh'd wolf deftroy, 
That blind, that\ie*^fc% vma^\*s<i* 
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FROM 

DJODORUS, JUNIOR. 

ON AN tMPTT MONUMENT RAISED TO THEMISTOCLKf. 



1 O brave Theiniftocles of deathlcfs fame, 
Magnefia's grateful fons this marble raife : 

His mighty arm, and far-extended name. 

Bade freedom's facred fire more brightly blaze* 

To fome remoter clime and happier fhore, 
Envy the hero's allies has convey'd : 

Magnefia's race with manly grief deplore 
Thefe empty honours to fuch valour paid. 



FROM CAPITO. 

ON GRACE, 



OHORT is the triumph of that face, 
Where beauty mines devoid of grace. 
Filh may witji joy the bait furvey, 
The hook alone fecures the prey. 



vol. u. 
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FROM 

LEONIDAS AJLEXAND. 

ON A BAD MUSICIAN. 



SlMILLUS long in Nature's fpite 

His patient powers of mufic tried ; 
And toil'd thro' each difcordant night, 

Till every neighbour fled or died, 
Except Origines; to whom 

Kind Fate (the fame misfortune fearing), 
To fave him from an early tomb, 

Denied the dangerous fenfe of hearing. 



FROM THE SAME- 

ON A VSMUS ARMED* 



W H Y, Venus, art thou clad in arms, 
When, conquer'd by your native charms, 
The God of Battle dropt his ftiield ? 
Ah, if thy irrefiftlefs fway, 
A power immortal muft obey 
Shall feeble man difdain to yield ? 



0^*&i*O»&*O-*<+* 
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FROM 

PARMENIO MACEDON. 

ON CONTENT, 



W ITH this poor humble garb content, 
I on the Mufe's bounty live, 

Nor e'er the wealthy will frequent ; 
To flatterers their fmiles they give : 

The fweets of freedom whilft I know, 

I fcorn the rich man's haughty brow. 



FROM LUCIAN. 

ON AN OLD LADY PAINTING HER FACE. 

Y OU dye your lQcks with wond*rous%rt ; 
But ftill old age will play its part : 
Truft me, my dear, all art is weak 
To fmooth the wrinkles on that cheek : 
Thro' all the poor defign we trace, 
You wear a maflc inllea.d of face ; 
For all the paint, you look fo well in, 
Will ne'er make Hecuba an Helen, 
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k 



FROM THE SAME. 

ON HYPOCRISY. 



WHILST Myro, 'midft his roaring friends, 
So much fobriety pretends ; 
Poor Myro, by his ill-tim'd plan, 
Appears the only drunken man. 

FROM LUCILIUS. 

ON AN UGLY COOJJET. 



HOW falfely does Dorinda's glafs, 
Reflect her face, whene'er (he views it ! 

If it told truth, I think the lafs 

Would feldom have a wifh to ufe it. 

FROM THE SAME. 

ON A SPOUTING POETASTER. 



XlE is Apollo's genuine prieft, 

Who richly does his audience feaft ; 

Who, after a prolix recital, 

Offers no dinner in requital : 

Oh may his patron n^&tVy Yaow Vycbl* 

And give, in. lieu oi ca&v, ^^qotx\ 
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FROM THE SAME. 

ON THE PORTRAITS OF DEUCALION AND PHAETON.' 



BY AN INDIFFERENT PAINTER. 



MeNESTRATUS, no doubt, you deem 
Your toils a due reward require ; 

I'll throw Deucalion in that ftream t 
And fling your Phaeton in the fire. 



FROM 

PALLADIUS ALEXAND. 

ON A DROLL. ^P 



A O epigrams I'll bid adieu, 

Since blockheads think me fo provoking ; 
But when Paphlagon's face I view, 

I find frefh matter there for joking. 



«#»«*<*»<*»<**#% 
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FROM THE SAME. 

ON A LAZY DRUNKEN MAN* 



OYLVANUS has two children, one 
Call'd Sleep, the other Wine ; undone 
By both his favourites, he attends 
Neither to ftudy, or his friends. 
One bids him rife, torments his head ; 
The other nails him to his bed. 



VERSES 

IMITATED FROM TBI FRENCH OF MONSIEUR MAYNARD, 
TO CAROINAX RICHELIEU. 



JTHI LATE GEORGE STEPNEY, ESQ, 



W HEN money and my blood ran high. 
My mufe was reckon'd wondrous pretty ; 
The fports and fmiles did round her fly, 
Enaraour'd with her fmart concetti. 

Now, who'd have thought it once ? with paift 
She firings her harp, whilft freezing age 

But feebly tuns through evtry vein, 
And chills my bnfc. ^c*x\c. taj^. 
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I properly have ceas'd to live, 

To wine and women dead and low ; 

And foon from fate I (hall receive 
A fumraons to the (hades to go* 

The warrior ghofts will round me come* 

To hear of fam'd Ramillia's fight, 
Whilft the vex'd Bourbons thro* the gloom 

Retire to th'utmoft realms of night* 

Then I, my lord, will tell how you 

With perifions every mufe infpire ; 
Who Malb'rough's conqucfts did purfue, 

And to his trumpets tun'd the lyre. 

But (hould fome drolling fprite demand, 
Well, Sir, what place had you, I pray ? 

How like a coxcomb (hould I (land ! A 
What would your lordfhip have me fay ? 

ii 11 - 

THE 

UNREWARDED LOVER. 

BY WALSH. 



LET the dull merchant curfe his angry fate, 
And from the winds and waves his fortune wait : 
Let the loud lawyer break YiUbtavra, «sA\» 
A Have to wrangling coxcombs fox * fes. • 
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Let the rough foldier fight his prince's foes, 
And for a livelihood his life expofe :_ 
I wage no war, I plead no caufe but <Love's, 
I fear no ftorms but what Celinda moves,- 
And what grave cenfor can my choice defpife ? 
But here, fair charmer, here the difference lies ; 
The merchant, after all his hazards paft, 
Enjoys the fruit of his long toils at laft ; 
The foldier high in his king's favor Hands, 
And, after having long obey'd, commands : 
The lawyer to reward his tedious care, 
Roars on the bench, that babbled at the bar ; 
While I take pains to meet a fate more hard, 
And reap no fruit, no favor, no reward. 



TO CELIA, 

UPON A FAVOR OFFERED. 



BY THE SAME. 



l^ELIA, too late you would repent : 
The offering all your ftore, 

Js now but like a pardon fent 
To one that's &ea&\re£otfc% 
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While at the firft you crael prov'd, 

And grant the blifs too late ; 
You hinder'd me of one I lov'd, 

To give me one I hate. 

I thought you innocent, as fair, 1 

When firft my court I made ; 
But when your falfehoods plain appear, 

My love no longer ftaid. 

Your bounty of thofe favors mown* 

Whofe worth you firft deface, 
Is melting valued metals down, 

And giving us the brafs. 

Oh, fince the thing we beg's a toy, 

That's priz'd by love alone, 
Why cannot women grant the joy, 

Before our love is gone ? 



EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 



1 HRASO picks quarrels when he's drunk at night ; 
When fober in the morning dares not fight. 
Thrafo, to ihim thofe ills that may ^uVvit^ 
Drink not at night, or drink at rwottmv* xoo* 
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EPIGRAM. 

rO A FALSE MI8TREI3. 



BY THE SAME* 



THOU faid'ft that I alone thy heart could move, 

And that for me thou would'ft abandon Jove. 

I lov'd thee then, nor with a love defil'd, 

But as a father loves his only child. 

I know thee now, and tho* I fiercely burn, 

Thou art become the objeft of my fcorn. 

See what thy falfehood gets^ I muft confefs 

I love thee more, but I efteem thee lefs # 

ft , ■ 

TO CELLA, 

UPON SOME ALTERATIONS IN HER FACE. 



BT THE SAME. 



AH, Celia ! where are now the charms, 
That did fuch wondrous paffions move ? 

Time, cruel Time, thofe eyes difarms, 
And blunts the feeble darts of love. 

"What malice does the tyrant bear 
To women's int'reft* and to ours f 

Beauties to which. t\» ^aWta tam* 
The greedy vfllai* fc& towow.. 
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Who, without tears, can fee a prince, 
That trains of fawning courtiers had, 

Abandon'd, left without defence ? 
Nor is thy helplefs fate lefs facL 

Thou who fo many fools haft known, 
And all the fools would hardly do, 

Should'ft now confine thyfelf to one i 
And he, alas ! a hufband tooi 

See the ungrateful (laves, how faft 
They from thy fetting glories run; 

And in what mighty crowds they hafte, 
To worfhip Flavia's rifing fun! 

In vain are all the pra&is'd wiles, 
In vain thofe eyes would love impart ; 

Not all th' advances, all the fmiles, 
Can move one unrelenting heart. 

While Flavia, charming Flavia ftill, 
By cruelty her caufe maintains ; 

And fcarce vouchfafes a carelefs fmile 
To the poor flaves that wear Tier chains. 

Well, Celia, let them wade their tears ; 

But fure they will in time repine* 
That thou haft not a face ttkfc \vtt%, 
Or [he has not a heart Wks \\iui&% 



CHLOE her goffips entertains 
With dories of her child-bed pains, 
And fiercely againft Hymen rails ; 

But Hymen's not fo much to blame : 
She knows, unlefs her memory fails. 

That, 'ere Hie married, (he'd the fame. 



LINQUA POTENTIOR ARMIS. 



1 HAT fpeech furpafles force is no new whim : 
Jove caus'd the heavens to tremble, Juno him. 



EPTGRAM. 
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VERSES 

OCCASIONED BT NICOLINI AND VALENTINl's IIR8T 
COMING TO THE HAYMARKET THEATRE. 



AMPHION ftrikes the vocal lyre, 

And ready at his call, 
Harmonious brick and done confpire 

To raife the Theban wall. 

In emulation of his praife, 
Two Latian heroes come, 

A linking theatre to raife, 

And prop Van's tott'ring dome. 

But how this lad mould come to pafs, 
Mud dill remain unknown, 

Since thefe poor gentlemen, alas ! 
Bring neither brick nor done. 



EPIGRAM. 

BT — D— D. ESQ,. 



JM Y pelf on paupers I bedow, 

Expiring Saveall faid ; 
-For once let tears from ftatt'tets Slow 
Without the oinon's aid. 
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TO 

LADY CARLISLE, 

GOING INTO THE COUNTRY". 



A.T once the fun and Carlifle took their way, 
To warm the frozen north) and kindle day ;. 
The flowers to both the glad creation ow'd, 
Their virtues he, their beauties (he beftow'd, 

- ii ■ ■ ■ ■ "ft-"" 

ON 

A GREAT HOUSEy 

ADORNED WITH STATUES. 



JL HE walls are thick, the fervants thin. 
The Gods without, the devil within* 



EPIGRAM. 



Y OUNG Curio would have a fpoufe that's wife, 

Fair, rich, and young, a maiden for his bed, 
Nor proud, nor churlifh, but of faultlefs fize, 

A country houfewife in the city bred. 
But he's a fool, and Yon^ V& nsly^W fcaSA \ 
He /hould be/peak hex v ikfcitf**saft read? mad*. 
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ON 
LADY H. GODOLPHIN, 



GoDOLPHIN'S eafy and unpraftis'd air, 
Gains without art, and governs without care ; 
Her conquering race with various fate furprize, 
Who 'fcape their arms, are captives to their eyes. 



EPIGRAM. 



AY HEN Lovelace marry'd Lady Jenny,. 
Whofe beauty was the ready penny ; 
" I chofe her," faid he, « like old plate, 
u Not for thefafoion, but the weight." 



EPIGRAM. 



1 HY nags, the leaneft things alive, 
So very hard thou lov'ft to drive ; 
I heard thy angry coachman fay, 
It coil thee more in whips than hay* 



a 






• 
,1 



(^ — >DE who had flain ten thoufand men, 
With that fmall inftrument, a pen, 
Being fick, unfortunately try'd 
The point upon himfelf, and dy'd. 



TO 

APOLLO MAKING LOVE. 

I ROM FONTENELLI. 



BT THE LATE T. TICKELL, ESq. 



1 AM," cry'd Apollo, when Daphne he woo'd, 
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. ■ .,—, , \ . 

" Ev'ry plant, ev'ry flower, and their virtues I know, 
*' God of light I'm above, and of phyfic below :" 
At the dreadful word, phyfic, the nymph fled more faft ; 
At the fatal word, phyfic, (he doubled her hafte. 

Thou fond God of wifdom, then alter thy phrafe, 
Bid her view thy young bloom, and thy ravifhing rays ; 
Tell her lefs of thy knowledge, and more of thy charms, 
And, my life for't, the damfel (hall fly to thy arms. 



THE 

FATAL CURIOSITY. 

BY THE SAME. 



JVlUCH had I heard of fair Francelia's name. 
The lavifh praifes of the babler, fame, 
I thought them fuch, and went prepar'd to pry, 
And trace the charmer with a critic's eye ; 
Refolv'd to find fome fault before unfpy'd, 
And difappointed, if but fatisfy'd. 
Love pierc'd the vaffal heart, that durft rebel, 
And where a judge was meant, a vidlim fell: 
On thofe dear eyes, with fweet perdition gay, 
J gaz'd at once my pride and foul away ; 
All o'er I felt the lufcious poifon run, 
And, in a look, the hafty conqutft. wotu 
vol. iu m 
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----- ii i ' ii — 

Thus the fond moth around the taper plays, 
And fports and flutters near the treach'rous blaze, 
RavifiYd with joy, he wings his eager flight, 
Nor dreams of ruin in fo clear a light ; 
He tempts his fate, and courts a glorious doom, 
A bright definition, and a mining tomb. 



ON A LADY'S PICTURE. 

TO GILFRED LAWSON, ESq. 



BT THE SAME* 



AS Damon Chloe's painted form furvey'd, 
He figh'd, and languinVd for the jilting (hade : 
For Cupid taught the artift hand its grace, 
And Venus wanton'd in the mimic face. 
Now he laments a look fo vaftly fair, 
And almoft damns what yet refembles her ; 
Now he devours it with his longing eyes ; 
Now fated, from the lovely phantom flies, 
Yet burns to look again, yet looks again, and dies. 
Her iv'ry neck his lips prefume to kifs, 
And his bold hands the fwelling bofom prefs ; 
The fwain drinks in deep draughts of vain defire, 
Melts without heat, and burns in fancy'd fire. 

Strange pow'r of paint ! thou nice creator art ! 
What love infpiies may Yvfe \\t&t ves^axx* 



} 
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Struck with like wounds, of old, Pygmalion pray'd, 
And hugg'd to life his artificial maid ; 
Clafp, new Pygmalion, clafp the feeming charms. 
Perhaps e'en now th' enliv'ning image warms, 
Deftin'd to crown thy joys, and revel in thy arms : 
Thy arms which (hall with fire fo fierce invade, 
That fhe at once (hall be, and ceafe to be, a maid 



is: J 



TO DAMON. 



I ES, Damon, yes, with thee I'll go 

Thro* ev'ry hardfhip life difplays ; 
With thee I'll tread December's fnow, 

Or brave the dog-ftar's fierceft blaze, 
Diftrefsful want and perils keen, 

With thee I'll unrepining (hare* 
Nor e'er regret the courtly fcene, 

Where I was faireft of the fair. 

But wherefore mould thy plaintive breath 
The direful clofe of life pourtray, 

Or paint the ruthlefs arm of death, 
Which fpreads o'er all defpotic fway ? 

The village-maid, and fcepter'd queen, 
Alike his gloomy empire fhare, 

Nor will he, 'mid the cbunly tcene* 
-Regard the faireft of the fa\x% 
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By danger, or by want, when prefs'd, 

My heart thy love will ne'er forego, 
But when thy verfe alarms my breaft, 

By evils, all are doom/d to know, 
No more I hear .that voice ferene, 

No more I fee that anxious care, 
Which woo'd me in the courtly fcene, 

Where I was faired of the fair. 

Yes, Damon ! — conftant by thy fide 

Thy faithful Nancy would remain. 
The frowns of fortune would abide, 

And footh the languid couch of pain. 
But do not deem my love fo mean, 

Unmov'd my Damon's death to bear, 
Tho* many fuch perhaps are feen, 

Among the faireft of the fair. 



VERSES 

WRITTEN FOR THE TOASTING - GLASSES OF THE 
KIT-CAT CLUB. 1703. 



RT THE EARL OF HALLIFAX. 



DUCHESS QF ST. ALBANS. 

JL HE line of Vere fo long renown'd in arms, 
Concludes with luftre in St. Albans charms ; 
Her conquering eyes Yvavt maita ^tvt r&£& <3HK^&a^ 
They tofc in valour, an&laVKro&l feu 
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DUCHESS OF BEAUFORT, 



Offspring of a tuneful fire, 

Bleft with more than mortal fire : 
Likenefs of a mother's face, 
Bleft with more than mortal grace . 
You with double charms furprize, 
With his wit, and with her eyes. 



LADY MARY CHURCHILL. 



r AIREST and lateft of the beauteous race, 

Bleft with your parents wit, and her firft blooming face ; 

Born with our liberties in William's reign, 

Your eyes alone that liberty reftrain. 



DUCHESS OF RICHMOND. 



OF two fair Richmonds different ages boaft, 
Theirs was the firft, and ours the brighteft toaft; 
TV adorers offerings prove who's moft divine. 
They facrific'd in water, we in wine. 



«#ft«#l<*»<***W«» 
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LADY SUNDERLAND. 



ALL nature's charms in Sunderland appear, 
Bright as her eyes, and as her reafon clear : 
Yet ftill their force, to men not fafely known* 
Seems undifcover'd to herfelf alone. 



MADEMOISELLE SPANHEIME. 



jHlDMIR'D in Germany, ador'd in France, 
Your charms to brighter glory here advance ; 
The ftubborn Britons own your beauty's claim, 
And with their native toafts enroll your name. 



EPIGRAM. 



WE men have many faults, 
Poor women have but two— 

There's nothing good they fcy ; 
There's nothing good they do* 



%#**»**0V*l 
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THE DECANTER. 



Oh ! thou that high thy head doft bear, 
With fmooth round neck, and fingle ear, 
With well-turn'd narrow mouth, from whence 
Flow ftreams of nobleft eloquence ; 
'Tis thou that fiYft the bard divine, 
Sacred to Phoebus and the Nine ; 
That mirth and foft delight canft move, 
Sacred to Venus and to love ; 
Yet, fpite of all thy virtues rare, 
Thou'rt not a boon- companion fair ; 
Thou'rt full of wine, when thirfty I, 
And when I'm drunk, then thou art dry. 

EPIGRAM. 

WRITTEN IN THE TEAR 1 686, 



UnHAPPIER age who ever faw, 
When truth doth pafs, for treafon, 

When every blockhead's will for law. 
And coxcomb's fenfe for reafon ? 

Religion's made a bawd of ftate, 

To ferve the pimps and panders - r 
Our liberty a prifon grate, 
And Ixiihmen commanders 
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Oh ! how thrice wretched is our fate ! 

What dangers do we run ! 
We muft be wicked to be great ; 

And to be juft, undone. 

'Tis thus our fovereign keeps his word, 
And makes the nation great ; 

To Irilhraen he trufts the fword, 
To Jefuits the date. 



TO 

SIR RICHARD BLACKMORE. 



1 CHARGE thee, knight, in great Apollo's name. 
If thou' rt not dead to all reproof and (hame, 
Either thy rhymes or phyfic to difclaim ; 
Both are too much our feeble brain to rack, 
Befides, the bard will foon undo the quack ; 
Such fhoals of readers thy damn'd fuftian kills, 
Thou'it fcarce leave one alive to take thy pills. 



i 



ON DIDO. 

FROM AUSONIDS. 



JrOOR queen \ twice &oom'&£\^^Twi*\w*\»\v^ 
Vou fly the dying v for fl* toj\»fcfc*. 
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fROM BUCHANAN. 

ON POPE JUNIUS II. 



1 HY father Genoefe, thy mother Greek, 
Bora on the fea ; who truth in thee would feek ? 
Liguria's falfe, falfe Greece, and falfe the fea, 
Falfe all; and all the falfehoods meet in thee. 



TO 

MR. EDWARD HOWARD, 

ON HIS PLAYS. 



BY THE EARL OP DORSET, 



A HOU damn'd antipodes to common fenfe, 
Thou foil to Flecknoe, prythee tell me whence 
Does all this mighty ftock of dullnefs fpring ? 
Is it thy own, or haft it from Snow-hill, 
Affifted by fome ballad- making quill ? 
No, they fly higher yet, thy plays are fuch, 
I'd fwear they were tranflated out of Dutch. 
Fain I would know what diet thou doll keep, 
If thou doft always, or doft never fleep ? 
Some ha&y pudding is thy cYAefeft &v^> 
With bullocks liver, or fome &U&ift£ *&v \ 
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Garbage, ox-cheeks, and tripes do feaft thy brain, 

Which nobly pay this tribute back again. 

With daify roots thy dwarfifh mufe is fed, 

A giant's body with a pygmy's head. 

Can 'ft thou not find, among thy numerous race 

Of kindred, one to tell thee that thy plays 

Are laught at by the pit, box, galleries, nay, the ftage? 

Think on't awhile, and thou wilt quickly find 

Thy body made for labor, not thy mind. 

No other ufe of paper thou (hould'ft make, 

Than carrying loads and reams about upon thy back* 

Carry vaft burthens 'till thy moulders (hrink, 

But curft be he that gives thee pen and ink : 

Such dangerous weapons mould be kept from fools, 

As nurfes from their children keep edged tools : 

For thy dull fancy a munkinder is fit 

To wipe the ftabberings of thy fnotty wit : 

And tho' 'tis late, if juftice could be found, 

Thy plays, like blind-born puppies, mould be drown'd ; 

For were it not that we refpect afford 

Unto the fon of an heroic lord, 

Thine in the ducking-ftool mould take her feat* 

Dreft like herfelf in a great chair of ftate ; 

Where like a mufe of quality (he'd die, 

And thou thyfelf (halt make her elegy 

In the fame ftyle thou writ'ft thy comedy. 



} 
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TO 
THE COUNTESS OF DORCHESTER, 

MISTRESS TO KING JAMES THE SECOND. WRITTEN IN l680. 



BY THE SAME. 



A ELL me, Dorinda, why fo gay, 
Why fuch embroidery, fringe, and lace i 

Can any ditties find a way, 

To flop th* approaches of decay, 
And mend a ruin'd face ? 

Wilt thou ftill fparkle in the box, 

Still ogle in the ring ? 
Canft thou forget thy age, fmall-pox ? 
Can all that mines on (hells and rocks 

Make thee a fine young thing ? 

So have I feen in larder dark 

Of veal a lucid loin j 
Replete with many a brilliant fpark> 
As wife philofophers remark, 

At once both ftink and mine. 



<^*^lV^lV0-*0-lV^i 



1 
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ON THE SAME. 

BY THE SAME. 



PROUD with the fpoils of royal cully, 
With falfe pretence to wit and parts, 

She fwaggers like a batter'd bully, 
To try the tempers of mens' hearts. 

Tho* (he appear as glittering fine 

As gems, and jefts, and paint can make her ; 
She ne'er can win a breaft like mine ; 

The devil and Sir David * take her. 



BY THE SAME. 



JVlAY the ambitious ever find 

Succefs in crowds and noife, 
While gentle love does fill my mind 

With filent real joys. 

May knaves and fools grow rich and great, 
And the world thinks 'em wife ; 

While I lie dying at her feet, 
And all the world defoife. 

» Sir DavUL Colfax, ^* ^*^ <* wuaw«- 
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Let conquering kings new triumphs raife, 

And melt in court delights ; 
Her eyes can give much brighter days, 

Her arms much fofter nights. 



VERSES 



OCCASIONED BT HEARING THE REV. EDWARD 
PREACH AGAINST FLATTERY. 



D^D, Esq. 



1 F other faults be Ned's, 'tis plain 
Self-lave ne'er fiYd the elf ; 

For while a fycophant's his bane* 
He's baneful to himfelf. 



TO HIS BOOK, 

BY W. WALSH, ESq. 



CxO, little book, and to the world impart, 
The faithful image of an am'rous heart; 
Thofe who love dear, deluding pains have known, 
May in thy fatal ftories read their own. 
Thofe who have liv'd from a\\ it% toimm& tefc> 
May £nd the thing they ncvct £di, \>^ v&fc \ 
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Perhaps, advis'd, avoid the gilded bait, 
And, warn'd by my example, (hun my fate. 
While with calm joy, fafe landed on the coaft, 
I view the waves on which I once was toft. 
Love is a medley of endearments, jars, 
Sufpicions, quarrels, reconcilements, wars ; 
Then peace again. Oh, would it not be beft, 
To chafe the fatal poifon from our breaft ? 
But fince fo few can live from paflion free, 
Happy the man, and only happy he, 
Who with fuch lucky liars begins his love, 
That his cool judgement does his choice approve. 
Ill-grounded paflions quickly wear away ; 
What's built upon efleem can ne'er decay. 



DEATH. 

BY THE SAMS. 



WHAT has this bugbear death that's worth our care ? 

After a life in pain and forrow paft, 
After deluding hope, and dire defpair, 

Death only gives us quiet at the laft. 

How ftrangely are our love and hate mifplac'd ! 
Freedom we feek, and yet from freedom flee ; 
Courting thofe tyrant £m* \foax. Ocvivcv xasA-aSs^ 
And lhurining death '&a& o^Vj tea ***«*• 
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'Tis not a foolifh fear of future pains, 

Why fhould they fear who keep their fouls from ftains ? 

That makes me dread thy terrors, death, to fee : 
'Tis not the lofs of riches, or of fame, 
Or the vain toys the vulgar plea/ures name, 

'Tis nothing, Celia, but the lofing thee. 



TO HIS MISTRESS. 

BY THE SAME. 



WHAT fury does difturb my reft > 

What hell is this within my breaft ? 

Now I abhor, and now I love ; 

And each an equal torment prove, 

I fee Celinda's cruelty, 

I fee (he loves all men but me ; 

I fee Tier falfehood, fee her pride, 

I fee ten thoufand faults befide ; 

I fee (he (ticks at nought that's ill ; 

Yet, oh, ye powers ! I love her (till. 

Others on precipices run, 

Which, blind with love, they cannot (bun. 

I fee my danger, fee my ruin, 

Yet feek, yet court my own undoing : 

And each new reafon I explore 

To hate her, makes me \qvc \vtt morc% 



\ 
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THE RECONCILEMENT. 

BT THE SAM1. 



JljE gone, ye fighs ! be gone, ye tears ! 

Be gone, ye jcaloufics and fears ! 

Celinda fwears (he never lov'd, 

Celinda fwears none ever mov'd 

Her heart, bat I. If this be true,. 

Shall I keep company with you ? 

What, tho' a fenfelefs rival fwore 

She (aid as much to him before ? 

What tho' I faw him in her bed ? 

Pll truft not what Ifa<w, but vrhaXj&efaitL 

Curfe on the prudent and the wife, 

W*ho ne'er believe fuch pleating lies : 

I grant (he only does deceive ; 

I grant 'tis folly to believe ; 

But by this folly I vail pleafures gain, 

While you, with all your wifdom, live in pain* 



A SHORT VISIT. 



uO the long abfent Winter fun, 

When of the cold we mod complain, 
Comes flow,, but fcw\fo wivj &<*& rac^ 
Juft (hows the, tey> wA fcte *@aa% 
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So the prime beauty of the Spring, 

The virgin lily, courts our eyes ; 
No fooner blown, but the gay thing 

Steals from th* admirer's fight, and dies. 

The gaudy fweets of th' infant year, 
That ravifh both the fmell aad view, 

Do thus deceitfully appear, 

And fade as foon as fmelt unto. * 

Amynta, tho' ihe was more fair 

Than untouched lilies, chafte as fnows, 
Welcome as funs in Winter are, 

And fweeter than the blooming rofe j 

Yet when (he brought, as late me did,. 

All that a dying heart could eafe, 
And by her fwift return forbid 

The joys to laft, (he's too like thefe. 

Ah, tyrant beauty ! do you thus 

Increafe our joy to make it lefs? 
And do you only (hew to us 

A heaven, without defign to blefs ? 

This was unmercifully kind, 

And all our blifs too dear has coll ; 

For is it not a hell to find 
We had a paxadife that's Voft. * 



\ 
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TO HIS MISTRESS. 

AOAIN8T MARRIAGE. 



BT THE SAME. 



Y ES, all the world muft fure agree, 
He, who's fecur'd of having thee, 

Will be entirely Weft ; 
Bat 'twere in me too great a wrong. 
To make one who had been fo long 

My queen, my Have at laft. 

Nor ought thofe things to be confin'd, 
That were for public good defign'd : 

Could we, in foolifh pride, 
Make the fun always with us flay, 
'Twould burn 001 corn and grafs away, 

To ftarve the world befide. 

Let not the thoughts of parting fright 
Two fouls which paffion does unite ; 

For while our love does laft, 
Neither will ftrive to go away ; 
And why the devil (hould we ftay, 

When once that love is pail I 



«******»*•*** 



; 
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TO A LADY, 

WITH A DESCRIPTION OF THE PHOENIX. 



BY T. TICK1LL, ESQ. 



X-i AVISH of wit, and bold appear the lines, 

Where Claudian's genius in the Phoenix fhines ; 

A thoufand ways each brilliant point is turn'd, 

And the gay poem, like its theme, adorn'd : 

A tale more ft range ne'er grac'd the poet's art, 

Nor e'er did fiction play fo wild a part. 

Each fabled charm in matchlefs Celia meets, 

The heavenly colours, and ambrofial fweets ; 

Her virgin bofom chafter fire fupplies, 

And beams more piercing guard her kindred eyes ; 

O'erflowing wit th 1 imagined wonder drew, 

But fertile fancy ne'er can reach the true. 

Now buds your youth, your cheeks their bloom difclofe, 

Th' untainted lily, and unfolding rofe ; 

Eafe in your mien, tod fweetnefs in your face, 

You fpeak a Syren, and you move a Grace ; 

Nor fhall time urge thefe beauties to decay, 

While virtue gives what years fhall fteal away. 

The fair, whofe youth can boaft the worth of age, 

In age fhall with the charms of youth engage; 

In ev'ry change, ftill lovely, ftill the fame, 

A fairer Phcenix in a purei &asc&« 
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TO 
MRS. LOWTHER, ON HER MARRIAGE. 

FROM MENAGE. 



BT THE SAME. 



1 HE greateft Twain that treads th* Arcadian grove, 
Our fhepherds envy, and our virgins love, 
His charming nymph, his fofter fair obtains, 
The bright Diana of our flowery plains. 
He, 'midft the graceful, of fuperior grace, 
And (he, the lovelieft of the lovelieft race. 

Thy fruitful influence, guardian Juno, (bed, 
And crown the pleafures of the genial bed; 
Raife thence, their future joy, a fmiling heir, 
Brave as the father, as the mother fair. 
Well may'ft thou (how'r thy choiceft gifts on thofe, 
Who boldly rival thy moft hated foes; 
The vigorous bridegroom with Alcides vies, 
And the fair bride has Cytherea's eyes. 

I I U , ... , =SSSSSSSSS , I I I , ... 

EPIGRAM. 



W IT and beauty once contended 
Which mould reign in Celia's arms ; 

Both an equal c\a\m ^ttxecA^ 

To be folc morvaxch oi V« Oaaxxa&\ 
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'Till, at laft, they both agreed 
To maintain alternate fway ; 

One by night to blefs her bed, 
One to win her heart by day. 



ON WALLER, 

FROM THE FRENCH OF M. ST. EVR1MONT. 



BY MR* RYMER. 



v AIN gallants, look on Waller, and defpair; 

He, only he, may boaft the grand receipt ; 

Of fourfcore years he never feels the weight: 
Still in his element, when with the fair ; 
There, gay and frefh, drinks in the rofy air : 
There, happy he enjoys his leifure hours ; 
Nor thinks of winter, while amidft his flowers. 



EPIGRAM. 



<f L/UPID ! inftruft an amorous fwain, 
" Some way to tell the nymph his pain, 

" To common youths unknown : 
" To talk of fighs, of flames, of darts, 
" Of bleeding wounds, and \>\m£\w^\ftattv 
**■ Are methods vulgar gtovrtu" 



j8t POETICAL FARRAGO. 

« What need'ft thou tell ?" the god replied, 
« That love the fhephcrd cannot hide 

« The nymph will quickly find : 
u When Phoebus does his beams difplay* 
4t To tell men gravely that 'tis day, 

•« Is to fuppofe them blind." 



IN PUELLAM SEPTENTRIONALEM* 



VAJANQUAM fub gelidis fit virgo trionibus orta*. 

Delicias almi pe&ore veris habet. 
Infecit candore cutem nix ; eaetera flamraa, 

Phoebe, vigent radios exuperante tuos* 



TRANSLATED. 



1HOUGH from the North the damfel came* 

All fpring is in her breaft ; 
Her (kjn is of the driven fnow, 

But fun-fliine all the reft. 



^#M***»+*** 
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PETER TRIUMPHANT; 

OR, 8PXIT-BOTTLE DEFEATED* 



BT DR. REDMAN* 



— — Magno de flumine mallera 

Quam ex hoc fenticulo tantundem haurire. Hor. 



PETER • to Afliridge went to dine, 

Peter, a lover of good wine ; 

The table is with dainties fpread, 

The guefts advance, and grace is faid. 

In comes the ven'foni— oh, how fwect 

Looks Peter on the favoury meat ! 

See ! how he lays about amain, 

And eats, and drinks, and eats again ! 

'Tis done — he's filPd — and thanks are given, 

Firft to her Grace, and then to heaven. 

Next come the glaffes— healths go round : 

The bottle foon is emptied found.' 

** My dear," quoth Peter to his friend, 

" See, here ! — all things muft have an end— 

« The bottle's out— You, Matter; Tough +— 

« But han't I intereft enough 

« To bid the butler bring another?" 

u Yes, f«re," replies the holy brother. 

*Dr. Peter Waldo, K&orof Aftnt -Otata** '&*&» 
tThe Chaplain, rcaot oC St. *»a?& CwttfL~fc«*»- 
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« Hark yc ! you— Mr. what's your name ! 
« Bring a frefti bottle of the fame !" 
He goes; returns, but oh, the fight ! 
Hell could not raife an uglier fpright : 
He brings (perhaps, by lordly hint), 
He brings, alas ! a fingle pint. 
« What's here •?" fays Peter in fome wrath -z 
« A pint ! — the devil ! — by my troth, 
« c I'll fconce thee, puppy, for thefe tricks, 
" I'll halve the pence, and give but fix. 
« Spite of your garb, I'll pay no more ; 
tf No, not a farthing : — I have fwore. 
" But fetch a quart, and I am willing 
t€ To make that fixpence up a (hilling.** 
The quart is brought, and honeft Peter, 
The bill amendedj pays the waiter. 



MORAL. 



YE Gods ! avert from men divine 
Such eye-fores as a pint of wine! 

EPIGRAM. 



WHEN Thomas ftyles his wife his halC 

I like the fellow's whim ; 
Jbr why ? (he borns \v\m % fo itost *^x 

^Belongs but bait to \&c&. 
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VERSES 

OCCASIONED BY HEADING LORD BACONS FLATTERY TO 
KING JAMES THE FIRST* 



BY DR. WHALLEY. 



Y E, to whom heaven imparts its fpecial fires, 

Whofe breafts the wond'rous, quickening beam infpires, 

That (heds ftrong eloquence's melting rays, 

Or fcatters forth the bright poetic blaze ; 

Look here* and learn, thole gifts how low and light, 

If confcious dignity guides not their ilight ; 

How mean, when human pride their fervice claims, 

And Bacon condefcends to flatter James. 



FORTUNE. 

AN EPIGRAM. 



BY LORD J.ANSDOWNE. 



\VhEN Fortune feems to fmile, 'tis then I fear 
Some lurking ill, and hidden mifchief near : 
Us'd to her frowns, I ftand upon my guard, 
And, arm'd in virtue, keep my foul prepar'cL 
^Fickle and falfe to others {he may be, 
1 can complain but of her conftancy. 

Virtu tern a me, 

Fortunam ex aliis. 
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EPIGRAM. 

•T TBS BAIL OF DORSET* 



DORINDA'S fparkling wit, and eyes, 

United call too fierce a light, 
Which blazes high, but quickly dies, 

Pains not the heart, bat harts the fight. 

Love is a calmer, gentler joy, 

Smooth are his looks, and (oft his pace j. 
Her Cupid is a blackguard boy, 

That runs his link full in your face* 



VERSES 

WRITTEN AT ALTHROP, IN. A BLANK LEAF OF WALL El' 
POEMS, UPON 8EEINO VANDYKE'S PICTURE OF 
TME OLD LADT SUNDERLAND.. 



V ANDYKE had colours, foftnefs, fire, and art*. 
When the fair Sunderland inflam'd his heart*. 
Waller had numbers, fancy, wit, and fire, 
And Sacharifla was his fond defire* 
Why then at Althrop feem her charms to faint 
In thofe fweet numbers, and that glowing paint £ 
This happy feat a £a\tsi mArefo ^w*ns& \ 
This fliining offspun^Yv^^\^^\^^^^^ v 
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The different beauties in one face we find ; 
Soft Amoret with brighteft Sacharifla join'd. 
As high as nature reached their art could foar ; 
Bat (he ne'er made a finifli'd piece before. 



VERSES 
Written for the toasting-glassej or the 

KIT-CAT CLUB. I703. 



IT SIR SAMUEL GARTH. 



LADY CARLISLE. 

CARLISLE'S a name can every mufe infpire, 
To Carlifle fill the glafs, and tune the lyre. 
With his lov'd bays the god of day (hall crown 
A wit and luftre equal to his own. 



LADY ESSEX. 



JL HE braveft hero, and the brighteft dame, 
From Belgians happy clime Britannia drew ; 

One pregnant cloud we find does often frame 
The awful thunder and the gentle dew. 



«#K#K****e*9t 
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THE SAME. 



To Effcx fill the fprightly wine, 
The health's engaging and divine : 
Let pureft odours fcent the air, 
And wreaths of rofes bind our hair. 



LADY HYDE. 



1 HE God of wine grows jealous of his a 
He only fires the head, but {he the heart. 
The queen of love looks on, and fmiles to 
A nymph more mighty than a deity. 



ON 

LADY HYDE IN CHILD-BED. 



JlI YDE, tho' in agonies, her graces keeps, 
A thoufand charms the nymphs complaints : 

In tears of dew fo mild Aurora weeps, 

Eut her bright offspring is the chearful mon 
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LADY WHARTON. 



WHEN Jove to Ida did the Gods invite, 
And in immortal toafting pafs'd the night, 
With more than ne&ar he the banquet blefs'd* 
For Wharton was the Venus of the feaft. 



TO 

THE DUCHESS OF B- 



ON HER STATING ALL THE WINTER IN THE COUNTRY. 



BT THE SAME. 



CEASE rural conquefts, and fet free your fwains, 

To Dryads leave the groves, to nymphs, the plains ; 

In penfive dales alone let Echo dwell, 

And each fad figh (he hears with forrow tell. 

Hafte, let your eyes at Kent's * pavilion fhine, 

It wants but ftars, and then the work's divine. 

Of late fame only tells of yielding towns, 

Of captive generals, and protected crowns : 

Of purchas'd laurels, and of battles won, v 

Lines forc'd, Hates vanquifh'd, provinces o'er-run, > 

And all Alcides' labours fumm'd in one, -* 

* A gallery at St. James's, buitt by tkc ^ax\ oi toaX. 
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i 



The brave muft to the fair now yield the prize, 
And Engliih arms' fubmit to Engiifh eyes : 
In which bright lift among the firft you ftand j 
Tho' each a goddefs, or a Sunderland, 



ON 

ORPHEUS 

AND 

SIGNORA FRANCISCA MARGARITTA* 

BT THE EARL OF HALLIFAX. 



flAIL, tuneful pair! fay, by what wond'rous charms 
One fcap'd from hell, and one from Greber's arms ? 
When the foft Thracian touch'd the trembling firings, 
The winds were hulh'd, and curl'd their airy wings : 
And when the tawny Tufcan rais'd her ftrain, 
Rook furls his fails, and dares it on the main. 
Treaties unfinifh'd in the office flccp, 
And Shovel yawns for orders on the deep. 
Thus equal charms and equal con qu efts claim ; 
To him high woods and bending timber came ; 
To her fhrub-hedges and tall Nottingham, 



} 
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THE 

DESPAIRING LOVER. 

B7 WILLIAM WALSH, ESQ. 



Distracted with care, 

For Phillis the fair ; 

Since nothing could move her, 

Poor Damon her lover, 

Refolves in defpair 

No longer to languilh, 

Nor bear fo much anguifh : 

Buti mad with his love, 
To a precipice goes ; 

Where a leap from above 
Would fooh finifli his woes. 

II. 

When in rage he came there, 

Beholding how fteep 
The fides did appear, 

And the bottom how deep ; 
His torments projecting, 
And fadly reflecting, 
That a lover forfaken 

A new love may get ; 
But a neck, when once btoVxtt* 

Can never be fet ; 



M- 
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And that he could die 

Whenever he would ; 
Jjut that he could live 

But as long as he could ; 
How grievous foever 

The torment might grow, 
He fcorn'd to endeavour 

To finifh it fo. 
But bold, unconcern'd 

At the thoughts of the pain, 
He calmly return'd 

To his cottage again. 



THE END.. 



i»29 



